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NOTORIETY:. 


COMEDY. 


ACT I. 


SCENE— Ait Apartment -at Sir Andrew's— 
two Doors open. Bell rings —Enter JAMES 
from Deor and another Servant. Table and twe 
Chairs, : 


Lames. TY UN—fly—fcamper—don’t you hear 
*“ the company are breaking up. Call 


| Lord Jargon’s carriage, 


Lapy Acip appears at door, curtcfying as if 
: taking leave of fomebsdy. 


Lady A, Good night, my Lord——~«Delightful 
man !——-I am determined he fhalt be in pofletfion 
of Honoria, if it’s only in return for his attach- 
ment to me. James call up the carriages, and 
fee the company difpofed of. I’m fo fatigued !— 
heigh-ho !—-feven o’clock again!—-I hav’nt been 
to bed any fooner this fortnight. 

Sir Andrew, witkent. Where are all the fer- 
vants ? 

, B Lady A. 


(2) 
Lady.A, Here’s my fretful hufband jut got up} 


——he’s fo old fafhion’d, and fo four; he’s never 
pleafed, but when others are vexed; and never 


unhappy, but when his friends are happy. 
Ener Sir ANDREW in night-gown and cap, 


Lady A. So my life! juft got up I fuppofe. 

Sir A. So my foul, juft going to bed I fup- 
pofe. What! at the old work—Rout, ball, or 
conceit, heh! making fools happy with my mo- 
ney. . 
ads A. Pfha! you’ve no idea of life. 

Sir A. No; but I have of death. It would 
‘kill me in a fortnight; befides every body laughs 
at you. Not one of your acquaintance, who b 
the bye have loved and hated each other all round, 
but cn leaving the room exclaims, ‘* Well, it’s 
very fine, mighty grand; but will it lait; won’t 
tiere be a crufh by and bye.” 

Lady A, Ridiculous, Sir Andrew. A’nt I vi- 
fited by every body ? Don’t all the beau monde 
attend Lady Acid’s parties ? 

Sir A. Yhe beau monde! Why they’ll vifit 
any body that is fecl enough to invite them; let 
who will give an expenfive entertainment, they’ 
flock to it, like rooks: about a ruin but 
this won’t do; it’s feven o’clock, and 1 muft 
be eating. Here—-you, Sir, bring my break- 
fait. . 

Fumes. Bieakfaft———what, here, Sir! 


[ Exit. 

Sir A. Yes, here, Sir. Pm fure the beau 
monde, as your Ladyfhip calls them, will have 
ro cbhjeGion to fomething fubftantial. Poor 
Devils ! at thefe fort of parties, they get nothing 
to fecd on but fcandal and Faro. 


: Lady A. 


Cd 


————— = 


( 3 ) 

Lady A. Provoking, Sir Andrev, you're al- 
ways teafing and vexing me, and I infilt on know- 
mg what part of my condu& 

Sir-A. Hold don’t fuppofe I fufpe& your 
chara@er; no, ’midft all your gaieties, I flill be- 
heve you to be fo conftant and honourable, that 
there’s no indulging one’s felf in finding fault with 
you. | 


Lady A. Vf you don’t think fo, your coufin Co- 
lonel Hubbub does, or he never would have 
trufted me with the care of his ntece Honovia. 
But I leave you to your ill-nature. 

Sir A. Aye;.goto bed. You to your pillow, 
1 to my coffee. | a 

Lady A, Mind me, Sir. If you fee Honoria, 
give’ her the advice I defired you. Tell Ker the 
Colonel has written for his Ward Mr. Nominal, 
to challenge that wretch Clairville, and that L 
fhall do ali in my power to give her to Lord 
Jargon; and fo good night, mutt good-humou.’d 
hufband. 

Sir A. And fo good morning, moft fweet- 
temper’d wise. : [Lixit Lady 4. 

Pvemade her unhappy however—’gad: [don’t 
know how it is, I hike to fee every bodj’s face 
as long as my Own brcetfuft brought in )—— 
here it comes, and lere’s the paper (fi:t-ng dowa 
and taking up nevu/reter). Wow for it! now for 
bad news! ‘Pheatre Rexal—-new comedy—Ptha, 
making people grin, and ciflort their faces. Give - 


mea deep, horrible, agreeable tragedy. Pank- 


rupts—aye, liere they are; one, two, three—- 
thirteen. Come, very well; that’s very well, 
Promoticns—thzre they are with their curft joy 
again. Stocks fallen one anda halffoine lame 
ducks, however, Marriages, ten—well, long life 
to you, fur you'll be as miferable— 

B2. Exter 


, 


( 4) 
Enter Honora, from doors. os 
Hon. Dear Sir, ten thoufand pardons, I thonght 


to have found your Ward Mifs Strasgeway here. 


~ Str A. Sit down, Honorm, Gt down. 1 want 
totalk to you. Come, take fome-breakfatt. 
Hon. Breakfefi! I hav’nt been toseft yet. You 
forget the joys of high life, Sir. . | 
Sir A. ee fhe’s happy too!—um—filly, ig- 
norant gul, to take pkeafure in fuch unmeaning 
fcenes. , 
Fion. Pleafure! they give me pain, Sir-—mi- 
fery. ei | 
Sir A. Do they ! take fome breakfaft (offering 


al Lins ) 

on. What have I been daing to-night, Sir! 
talking to men I deteft, and liftening to women I 
defpife ; mixing with people who have neither 
feeling, amity, nor fenfe. This I have done for 
years, and this 1 muft fill perfevere in; for my 
education has taught me to fmile when | was mi- 


ferabie, and to be fafhionable at the expence of. 


mv peace. 


Sir A. Sweet creature; how prettily fhe prat- -_ 


tles. Go on. 

Hon, Yes, Sir; with a mind naturally attached 
to domeftic happinefs, I am compelled to deride 
all peaceful fcenes, becaufe my uncle the Colonel, 
who has cruelly dehvered me to the care of your 
wife, Si: but I interrupt you, I fee 1dc— 
Vil keep mv forrows to myfel®. 

Sir A. Don’t—don’t keep them to yourfelf. I 
like to hear you talk about fo.1ow and mifery ; 
and if you know of any more elfewhere, you’ll 


not offend me by imparting it. But now I think . 
cn’t, tell me that unlucky ftory of the fellow — 


afcending your window by a rope-ladder. 


Hen. 
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| Alon. Fellow! Sir Andrew-——when you are 
more refpectful, Vil talk to you—iill when 
( Going.) : 

Sir 4. (Stepping her) Stay; be not cffended ; 
Pil tympathize with you, Honoria; Pil give you 
figh for figh, and tear for tear. Come, make me 
your confidant, and-you fhan’t repent it; nav, 
vou muft, you fhall. 1 do love to hear a tale of 
woe. 

Han. (Siching) Ch Sict How have I been 
flandered and detamed. I never knew Mr. Clair- 
ville, but as a fricsnd, asa protector, That we 
had fecret meetings [ cannot deny: but I was 
never alone; your Ward Sophia was always pre - 
fent, and the will witncfs to the world, that ke 
was too honourable to make bafe propofals, aid 
1 too unfathionable to accept them. 

Sir A. Go on; I lke to hear you, Honoria; 
if I remember, your acquaintance began at the 
Colonel’s villa in the Ifle of Wight, when you 
were failing and fell from the veffel. : 

Hon. Yes, Sic; and while his brother Lord 
Jargon and other foplings of the party, who be- 
fore had offercd up their lives to ferve me, while 
they ftocd idly on the deck, and faw me juft exe 
‘piring, Clairville, then a ftranger, leap’d from . 
another veffel, and plunging ’midft the waves, 
‘caught me in his arms, and brought me fafe to 
land. Then came the confli€&t. The Colonel’s . 
boat, by adverfe winds was blown from fhore, . 
‘and I and my Deliverer remained part of that day 
alone. I faw, compar’d, and low’d. Tis heart 
beat in unifon with mine; and now, Sir, do you 
pity or condemn me. 

Sir A. I pity you, * pity. you fincerely, and 


Ci 


- curfe the Colonel for placing you under the care 


of my wife, becaufe I know fhe defigns you for 
B3 Lord 
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Lord Jargon. But Nominal, whom your uncle 
intends for your hufband, is hourly expeSted from 
France. 8 me 

Hon, Talk not of that, Sir; for I dread the 
confequences of his arrival. The night Clairville 
was difcovered in my apartment, the Colonel 
told him, he would fend for his Ward Nomiaal, 
to avenge the injured honour of his family. Ah, 
Sir! if a duel fhould enfue yet if Clairville 
receives my letter, that and other ills-may be 
prevented (cfide) but fomebody is coming, Sir; 
allow me to retire. g 

Sir A. Yo; and depend on my _ prote&tion, 
Honoria; 1 am always a friend to the unhappy. 
Good morning. { Honoria exit. 

So there gocs another long face.- Here’s 
my Ward the celebrated Mits Alltrade; the is an 
authorefs, an actrefs, a mufician, a painter, and 
in fhort, every thing. I know fhe’s in love with 


me, and fll have the fatisfa€tion of teizing her 


foul out. 


Enter Mifs STRANGEWAY, with a Paper in her 
hand, 


Sophia. Pofitively I will be revenged. The 
Colonel does aang but make love to me 
heigh-hol—I’m fo fatigued, Guardy—and it’s 
vain going to bed, for I’ve fo many places to call 
at 


‘Sir A. What ! all over the town, as-ufual, 


Soph. Yes; firft I’m going to Lady Puitle’s, 


to finifh my picture of her little French lap-dog ; 

then to call at the bookfeller’s, and corre & the 

prefs; then to leave this farewell ode to my dear 

Jugglamintha, at the newfpaper office, (reading.) 
*© Oh! thou whofe amaranthine feelings know, 

* ‘The iron agonies of copper was.” 

.. | Sir A. 
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Sir A. Tron avonies of copper woe—that’s a 
fine line, and charmingly diftrefling. 

Soph. .Yes—then I’m going to rehearfe a new 
Tragedy at the private ‘lheatre, and if you'll 
believe me, my dying fcene is yet unfettled. 

Sir A, That’s a great pity, Sophia; for 1 


think the dying fcene the beft part of the Play. 


Soph. Yes; but one infifts on my dying on one 
fide of the flage; another on the he my 
what am I te do? 

Sir A. Why what many great politicians have 
done before you! die between both fides. But, 
my angel, when am I to be honour’d with an af 
fignation—a tete-a-tete—lieh | 

Soph, Fie, Guardy; you know I told you I 
Jov’d you better than the old Colonel, and 


that ’d make fools of you both, héfore Vd done ~ 


with you, (aftde.) 
O’Whack, without. Arrah! fland by now as, 


“I am the vaiet de chambre de Mr. Nominal. 


Sir A. As I live, Nominal is arrived. This is 
his irifh fervant, who to his brogue has joined a 
{mattering of French-——do ftay, and hear him. 

Soph. What! mix [rif with French. 

Sir A. So it feems—but here he comes. 


Enter O’WHACK, followed by JAMES. 
O’W. Blood and ounds! don’t you know me 


\ 


by my Pofiteffe!—Jontleman and Lady, your moft - 


obedient. By the red nofe of St. Patrick, 1 am 
toute nouveau; and d’ye fee, I would be after 
fpeaking to ry malter’s Guardian Colanel Hub- 
‘bub. 


Sir A. How is your mafter? Is he as fingular 
as his Guardian defcribes, him ? 
Soph. Singular !“What, is he like the Colonel, 
Sir Andrew ? : 
Sir A. 
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Sir A, The image of him. While at College 
his love of Notovicty firft difplayed inf-l', but by 
living entirely with Englith ab:oad, he 1s be- 
come as eccentricand abfurd as the Coloncl wifhes 
him. 

O’'W. By Jafus, you’ve hit tt—ma for—he is 
— toujours wanting to get Into notice, and between 

our three felves, he keeps me as his Vaiet, Frif- 
feur, and all that, only becafe | perplex, make a 


noife, and am quite au fait at botheration wherc- — 


ever | go! 

Soph. Pray what brings Mir, Nominal fo fud- 
denly from France? Is’nt it fomething about an 
affair of honour ? 

O77. Qui—you may fay that. He is come 
to challenge one Clairville, for getting into the 
window of Madamoaifelle Honoria; and to be 
fure he won’t give the young fcducer a little fnug 
dejeuné of cold lead. 

Soph. ’Tisfo, then—poor Clairville. 

Sir A. Tell us now, had you a pleafant jour- 
ney? 

. OW. Pleafant !—Oh by the eternal Pow’rs, 
toute au contraire, my dear: we were -flopp’d 
and robb’d and murder’c—that 1s, we fhould have 
been, but for a fine young haro who came and 
refcued us; Marbleu! he made them fkip like 
frogs | 

“ir A, A robbery and duel: this journey may 
produce much pleafing diftrefs. Pray, who was 
this young hero ? 

O’'W. Je ne fas pas honey——but you may talk 
‘of your Cefars, Cleopatras and Paddy Whacks; 
he beats all your champions of pofterity. Oh! 
had you feen when my matfter and I were fprawl- 
ing, how he laid about him with his bit of tim- 
ber. Depend on’t, as our Fille de Chambre faid, 
the Shillaly is the true je ne fais quoi after all! 

Soph. 
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Soph. A very extraordinary fellow, Sic An- 
drew. What’s your name, friend. 

O’W. Blunder O’Whack, Jontleman. ‘The 
Blunders are the oldeft family in Ireland—we 
were planted there like fo many potaty’s, by a 
great General, who was afterwards Lord Lieu- 
tenent to King—————-what d’ye call the old Mo- 
narque ; Oh! King Lear—aye, that’s it— 
King Lear, | 

Soph. King Lear ! 

O'W. C’eft vrais Mifs; and after that the fa- 
mily got a curft tumble about the reign of Jack 
Cade—pardonnez mois, ‘though—I forget my 
bufinefs—-I muft be after informing the Colonc! 
of his Ward’s arrival. 

Sir A. Spare yourfelf the trouble Mr. O’ Whack, 
Colonel Hubbub is not here, but I'll take care to 
inform him. 

O’W. Je vous remercies, my deat—but d’ye 
mind now—depechez vous, and tell him “my 
matter’s fo particular in his perfon and manners, 
that you may hear of him any where. Monfieur 
good luck to you—-my Lady, jai [Phonneur, 
d’etre tres humble ferviteur—Oh! by my foul, 
the true comme il fatts better than eee 

| xit. 

Soph. If the fervant is a pi€ture of the Bia 
Nominal will have too much good humour to - 
quarrel with Clairville. - Faith! I almoft love 
him by defcription.. But 1 muft leave you, 
Guardy—Adietu. | 

Sir A. Nay don’t hurry, my angel; it’s too 
foon for the dying fcene. | : | 

Soph. I know it, but firft I'm going to fee a 
friend. is 

‘Sir A See a friend—then pray let me go with 
you, for that’s a thing J never faw in my life. 

uy { Exeunt. 


SCENE, 
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 . SCENE—the Park. 


Enter OWuackx with Books under his arm. 


O’'W. By St. Denis! thefe law Gentlemen are 
as heavy—I wonder what my Mafter would be 
after with them, ce ne fait rien, I muft take them 
home as he order’d me. 


Enter SAUNTER (Spying and looking out at No- 
mina!, ) 


Saun. Aftonifhing! I never faw fo ftrange a 
looking figure in my life, who can it be! (turn- 
ing round fees O'Whack, who bows to him) Hel 
©’Whack, how came you here! what is your 
Majter, my old college friend, return’d from his 
travels. 

O’W. Oui your honour, et Ja Voila! there he 
1s | 

Saun. What yonder! well! this is excellent ! 
I knew, Nominal always lov’d fingularity, but I 
never thought he’d make himfelf fo particutar, 
that his friends fhould not know him. 

O’'W. C’ette extraordinaire my dear, but with 
all his oddities, you can’t help loving him—Oh! 
his heart is as warm as l’eau de vie, and his foul, 
by St. Patrick! the reft of the world’s all blarney 
to him. (Retires.) 


Enter NoMINAL. 


Now. Ah Saunter my dear fellow, well, what 
do you think? won’t it do? fhan’t I take!l— 
heh !—hark’ ye, J have them already. 


Sgun. 


( mm ) 


Saun. Have! whom ? 

Nom. Every body you dog, every body! I’ve 
got a name, they ftare at me, point at me, laugh 
at me every where, a’nt I a happy fellow, heh! 

Saun. If happinets confifts in being laugh’d at, 
you are, but Nominal—would’nt it be as well, to 
be known for being rational, as being ridiculous, 

Nom. Rational! pfhoo! a plain fenfible man, 
is never thought of now, who the. devil ever 
thinks or cares about fuch. a fober, honeft fellow 
as you, who pay every body, and offend nobody, 
but I now, fuch a rogue as I, who pay nobody, 
and offend every body, why they all like me, 
they court me as a new acquatnisaness not cut me 
as an old friend, my boy! 

Saun. Well, every man in his way, for. my 
part I deteft fingularity. 

Nom. ‘Then you ’re an undone mans; for by 
being fingular in nothing, you'll be defpis’d in 
every thing, for inftance now George when you 
go into company, and inquifitive people fay, 
*< who is he? what Mr. Saunter,” nobody can. 
defcribe you, you have been guilty of no abfur- 
ditics, no improprieties! but when I condefcend 
to enter a room, there’s a general buz of le 
plaufe, and the women all whifper, * that’s he! 
the famous Ned Nominal! who games, who 
drinks, who fights, who intrigues! Oh! the 
fprightly vicious “fellow !? In fhort, George, I’m 
a public chara@er. 

Saun, A public chara&er! what then? 

Nom. Why then I make a damn’d noife with- 
out any meaning. 

Sain. Believe me Nominal you are deceiv’d, 
a character fo ufelefs, can neither excite admira- 
tion or attention. 

Nom. Utclefs! oh George ! George! how little 
doft thou know of modern life !.ufelefs | that’s the 

very 
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very thing that makes me! now let me put a 


plain and finrple queftion to you, is’nt a cat that 
walks on four legs an ufeful animal ? 


Saunt. A cat on four legs ufeful! "tts an odd 


queftion—certainly. 

"Nom. Very well! and what do you think of a 

cat with only two legs! why tts ufelefs; and yet 

you and the reft of the world, fhall give it twice 

the admiration and attention! and there’s the dif- 

ference between us George, you are a very ufe- 

ful worthy fellow, and confequently are defpis’d, 

Iam a very ufelefs mifchievous fellow, and of 

courfe am admir’d, therefore my dear boy, take 

my advice; expofe yourfelf, and get ipta notice. 

_ Saus. Why you are the counterpart of your 

Guardian the Colonel, and when he finds you 

thus bitten with the love of Notoriety, he'll be 

delighted, tranfported. 

| Nom. Yes: but Imean to difappoint him. 
Saun, Difappoint him | 

' Nom. Aye; and for three reafons, Gearge : 


Firft, becaufe he wants me to marry Honoria, a. 


girl I don’t care for; fecondly, becaufe he has 
brought me to fight one Clairville, a poor Devil 
Lnever faw; and thirdly, becaufe being in Op- 
pofition, makes more noife than being under Go- 
vernment—you undeiftand me--I mean to quar- 
rel with him, 

Saun, And how will you contrive it ? 


Nom. His greateft antipathy is to law and 


lawyers, ll pafs on him as a ftudent. 

Saun. Student! Why you don’t underftand the 
practice. : , 
’ Nom. No; wha the Devil does; but a little 
goes a great way, George—fo never fear. 

Saun. Well, I muft leave you for the prefent, 
for I have bufnefs elfewhere. Till fee you to- 

> 3 morrow, 
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morrow, and in the mean time fuccefs to your 
fiudies, your {ports, and fingularities. [Exit 

Nom. (Looking after him) What an old fafhion’d 
appearance! [ wifh I had hima little, Pd foon 
teach him how to expofe himfeli——O Whack. 

O’W, Toujours pret, your honour. 

Nom. Take thofe law-books home, put them 
on the table, and give the room a ftudious ap- 
pearance, for the reception of my Guardian.---- 
You know what I intend. 

O’W, Oh’ leave me alone for catching the 
old fox; Pll do it fans ceremonie—your Honor— 
fee who’s coming this way ; by my falvation it’s 
the fweet young Haro that faved us.and our cha- 
peaus from the robbers. [Exit O'W. 

Nom. That’s lucky ; I. want to thank hin— 
befides if the robbery is well introduced in the pa- 
pers it may give an eclat to my arrival, and fome 
way or other I mutt be before the public every day. 

Enter CLAIRVILLE, with a letter in his hand. 

Clair. Joy! give me joy, Sir; excufe this 

freedom from a ftranger, but blifs fo unexpe@- 


ed, fo exquifite was never known before. 


Nom. What! it’s all in print, is it? the whole 
robbery! well, what do they fay of me? 

Clair, Oh, Sir, when we pasted laft night I 
was miferable; I} fancied I had loft the lovelieft 
creature the world e’er wondered at-—but picture 
the reverfe.--- | 

Nom. Curfe the reverfe; fo I’m to be robbed, 
and get nothing by it, 

Clair. In this letter fhe tells me, that to-night 
fhe will give me a private interview. Yes, 
though my father left with his title his eftate to 
my brother, and that brother has cruclly deferted 
me, yet at this moment [’m the happiett man 
alive ~———but excufe me, I am all hafte, all 
anxiety to prepave for the appointment. (Go'ng.) 

Cc Noa. 
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Nem. Hold Sir, hold;—’gad who knows but 


this private interview may lead to a public up- 
roar, and as he did me a fervice—(a/ide)—Sir, I 
am much indebted to you, and if I can be of any 
ufe | 
Clair. None in the leaft, I thank you. Yet, 
now I think on’t, Honorta 1s fo narrowly watch’d, 
that a friend may be neceffary. He feems a 
Gentleman, Pll atk him—(afde)—Sir, you may 
affift me. 
- Nom. How! how ! 
- Clair. The Lady, Sir, whofe name as well as 
my own I muft beg leave to conceal, is fo much 
fufpected by her family, that alone 1 may be in- 
terrupted in the interview; if.therefore you will 
meet me at Grofvenor-Gate at ten o’clock, I will 
— conduct you to the houfe, which is a fhort way 
from town. But if we are difcover’d, and the 
bufinefs becomes public. 

Nom, Why then | fhall be the more cdliged to 


ou. : 

/ Clair. Well; but if your name is brought for- 
ward and abufed 
Nom. Why then the obligation will be trebled 
—I like abufe, and Ill tell you why—it brings 
one into notice, and if formebody does not cut me 
up, I mean to do it myfelf. 

Clair. How! abufe yourfelf! | 

Nom. Certainly; for if 1 don’t let people know 
what a fingular, abfurd, ufelefs fort of fellew I 
am, how will they find it out? Silence finks you 
into obfcurity, my boy; and for my part, I had 
rather be laughed at for ftanding in the pillory, 
than not noticed at all. — 

Clair, Well! this is the ftrangeft fyftem—— 
What! you want to get a name, | fuppofe. 

Nom. 1 do; and Heav’n be prais’d, ’tis eafier 


now to be obtained than in daysof yore: then con- 


quell, 
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quefl, patriotifm, and virtre were anly paths to 
fame; but now-a-days, eccentricity, impudence,. 
and diffipation fettle the bufinefs-—eand if F don’t 
cut out Caefar or Mark Antony to-morrow !-—- 
oh my better ftars to-morrew !+——But come 
along—lI have fome law bufinefs with my Guar- 
dian, and after that, for you and your interview. 

Clair. Ten thoufand thanks——but may I afk, 
how you intend getting a name to-morrow ? 

Nom. Vi te you: F mean to fight a duel, 
cominrence an intrigue, and compfeat an elope- 
trent! bet where are the ladies, or who is the 
gentleman, I neither know, nor can inform yous 
only be affured Pil aecomplith itf And then, my 
boy, when I Jack wit, Pil boaft of my exploits ; 
and when | want money=sseewhy Pi thew my- 
felf as a public curiofity!—fo allons,—and look 


and laugh at me while you can for nothing. 


[Exeant. 
A C T It. 
sC B NE Nominav’s LodgingseT able we 
Books on it. 


own AcK difcover'd placing the Books.. 
._ O’W. Blood and ounds! the Colonel will be: 


here dans une moment. If my mafter had’nt 
Pargént enough of his own, he would’nt be after 
tazing his old Guardian in this manner; Voila 
route eft atrangé, and now to receive him a-la- 
mode de Francoife, as we fay in Ireland. 
Enter Colonel) Hubaus, and Sir ANDREW" 
Acib. 
Colonel, (Dancing and fenging.) Ti di !——di di t- 
‘Sir A. Keep quiet, Ftellyou. Oh? curfe you 
Joye | 
C 2 Cal. 
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Col. 'Ti di, di di!——Where is he ?---the lad of 
fpirit---the boy after his Guardian’s own heart--- 
here, here’s a contract to marry hit to my niece 
Honoria. 

Sir A, Be fericus, I tell you; grinning does 
not become you. 

Col. Here—this gives him my niece with thirty. 
thoufand pounds; and if he had returned a folid 
fludious good fcr nothing fort of a young man, do 
you think I'd have figned it ?---No; but to come 
home a dafhing dog, a choice fpirit !-——Odds 
heart! if his uncle the old General was alive, he’d 
die with joy ! | | 

Sir A. Old General, indeed!—a pretty uncle 
he was to leave his nephew to the care of fucha 
Guardian as you. But I remember him; he 
lov’d diffipation, and defpifed prudence as much 
as yourfelf. | 

Col, He did ; and he appointed me Guardian 
to the dear boy, that I might fee the glorious 
breed preferved! and now he’s a choice fpirit— 

Sir A. A cheice Devil; What! you want 
him to bea fellow, who can fight a duel in one 
field, and be fecond in another;---who drinks 
hard, and rides harder ;---who talks much, thinks 
little, and reads lefs ;---who carries off young wo- 
men, and runs away from old ones;---in fhort, 
who loves Notoriety, and makes noife and confu- 
fion wherever he gocs. | 

Col. That’s it; vcu’ve hit it exactly; only 
with this difference, that though I defpife pru- 
dence, I deteft knavery; and if ever he behaves 
like a villain, if ever he does a difhonourable ac- 
tion, Pl cut him off with a fhiiling, and 1 know 
the old General wculd have done the fame. Put 
where is he ?—Ti di, di di—O’d I’m fo happy— 
(Offers to take {nuff out of Sir Andrew's box, who 

. | refufes 
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refufes it.) Why what’s the miatter with: you 


cou‘in, yot don’t feeni to partake of my joy ? 

Sir A. Yes I do; nothing fo pleafamt as to fee 
every body on the broad grin. | hope tr wilt fat, 
that’s all. But F know you mean toruin him, as 
you havé your niece Honorta«=inftead of improv- 
ing her mind—teaching her the languages. 


Col. Her the languages !+——~-Why old. boy,, 


hav’nt you found out that one tongue is enough 
for a woman. No, no; I have brought her into 


high life, fent her to concerts, operas————~. 
Sir A. Operas !---now that’s a pretty bufinefs ; 


to pay a piece of gold to fit five or frx hours ina 


houfe, where you fallafleep to fave hearmg what 
you don’t underftand, vs 

Col, Five.or fix hours!---Pfha, that’s nothing: 
to what ldo. I pay fome thoufand pieces of gold 
to fit feven years in another houfe, where I muft 
falf afteep, for hang me, if ever I heard a word. 


T undetftood !—~———=But come, where’s the boy, 


thie heart of ork ?---(Looking over books on table)--- 
Why, what’s here? a Law Di@ionary ! 
Sir A. A Law Di@ionary! fomething ferious 


at laft! (Reading) ** A&o quinto-----Jacobo 


Primo,’ ens No Hazard Table. 

_ Col. Hazard! aye, that’s right; making him- 
felf nvafter of that fire art. Law !---’fblood! if 
he had the leaft inclination for that folemn, fable 
profeffion, Wd break his bones !---[’d---but he 
comes, the dear profligate comes! ‘Ti di di di!---- 
ny boy ! my life! | ; 


Enter Nomina, in a dreffing-gown, reading a — 
| , "Book, 


Nom. C cats off theremainder, and D'tofes his 


tail, . - ; 
C3 | Co!. 
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Col, Come my darling, let’s hear of your fio- 
licks---mine and the General’s old tricks. 

Nom. (Still reading) Yhat infernal Tail!---Ha 
Guardian !----Sir Andrew '----both welcome----- 
been at the Hall lately ? (to Colonel.) 

Col. Been at the Devil! Come, let’s hear of 
your pranks ? | 

Sir A. ’Gad, if he fhould turn out ftudious af- 
ter all. f 

Nom. Curious caufe this morning----Friend 
Paul Prig for Plaintiff---Tell ycu his fpeech. | 

Col. Why! what are you at? 

Nom. He rofe, twirl’d his band, began---‘¢ My 
Lord---hem! Gemmen of the Jury---hem! I’m 
for plaintiff---1 think---I know---l’ve read my 
brief---hem!” nodding and cocking his eye to 

ury. 
: Sip A. Cocking his eye to Jury ! 

Nom. Yes; faves talking---** my Lord---hem 
I fee I’ve a verdict,”---cocking again, ‘* I feel--- 
I'm right---P’ve done, hem!” Foreman winks, 


Judge fums up, verdict for Paul, client’s ruin’d, | 


all the young prigs laugh, any thing makes them 
laugh---hem! | | 
Col. Zounds! What is all this? Let’s hear ? 


Nom. Hear! never without a fee; name your 


Cafe; Joint Truftees, perhaps---ifnot, why not? 
What are your ages? » 3 

Col. What are our ages? 

Nom. Infants very like. , 

Sir A. 1 an infant :—why I never was more de- 
ceiv’d in my life, Colonel, this is the moft ftu- 
dious choice fpirit I ever faw, I give you joy— 
(offering him [nuff,) young man, this capering, 
grinning Gentleman, ‘defcrib’d you as a perfed 
‘take, and inftead of finding you ftudying Coke, I 
7 a , — expe@ed 
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expected to fee you reading Hoyle; do you mean | 
to purfue the profeffion ? 3 
Nom. Certainly, ftudent now, hereafter coun- 
fel ; been at the old Bailey lately? (to Colonel.) 
Col. Old Bailey! look’ye you dog, leave off 
this fooling or——— | 
Sir A. Vm delighted coufin! now why don’t you 
partake my joy faith, I muft’ go and tell my 
wife and ward of this; Mr. Nominal I’m forry 
I’m obliged to leave you. 
Col, Leave him!—why don’t you go then ? 
Sir A. Give me your hand—(to Nominal,) per- 
fevere in your ftudies, and Land Lady Acid thall 
be always happy in your company—good day, 
Colonel don’t make long faces—he’ll make full 
as much noife, and confufion, in his prefent pro- 
feffion—though he won’t fire a piftol, he can file 
a bill in Chancery, and which is the leaft mif- 
chievous I leave you to determine; Hem! (offers 
fnuff again and exit.) , 
Col. Rot you! Pm glad heaps gone—now 
my dear boy, its all very well to appear prudent 
and ftudious, before that ftupid old fool, but fince 
he’s gone, lay afide this trifling—come, leave off 
talking about fuch low, dull nonfenfe, as Coun- 
fellors and Weftminfter Hall; and let’s hear you 
fpeak like a man of fenfe—-about fighting, drink- 
ing, racing. oo 


Nom. Racing! as I hope for the feals, here's 


‘the cafe, look! (Shewing a Book.) 


Col, What!—do you perfift in your igno- 
tance ? oy 
Nom. Never read Puffendorff! heh! fine book, 
better than Army iif. so 
Col, Look’ye, I have done with you for ever, 
Oh! you fenfelefs blockhead! to be making mo-. 
ney, inftead of {pending it, to be following a phe 
| ent 


( zo J 


dent, ftale, old fathion’d profeftion, inftead- of be. 
ing ruin’d and ¢ctting into high life you dog! you. 
avenge Fonovia’s. hottour! S’death! Vit beat 
Chairville myfelf, and before I hear of you, Puf- 
fendoc® or Paul.Prig ‘again, Pll matry her toa 
drummer, or a common trooper=-[ will, you 
ftupid, ftudious, upright rafeal. 7 
Nom. (Afide.) Now Vm fatised. 


e 


Enter OWHrack. 


O'W. Accoutez, your honou, the ftrange 
young haro is waiting for you at Grufvenori 

ate. | 
: Nom. V'll come dire@ly, guardy adieu, brother 
Prig waiting. : 

Col, Stay, one rational word before you go, 
would yo , 
‘ Nom. Huft, can’t flay, reply another day, 
mean time find me in the hall; adiew, law’s a fine 
‘profeffion, put’s an end to grinning, tranfports, 
extacies, adieu, leave you with Puffendorff, 
hem! (Exit.)’- | 

‘Col. Here’s treatment, leave a Colonel in the 
“Army, alone with Puffendorff, ignorant puppy ; 
to gtve up fafhionable life, for a profeffion in 
which the greatnefs of his reputation, is chiefly 
known by the fize of his wig; where—-(/eeing 
O'Whack,) you too, you lrifh, French, pye-bald 


pofe 


‘felf could’nt have fet him a more diffipated ex- 
ample than I did; oh! a Paris mon Colonel; to 
‘be fure [ did’nt lead him into any mifchief at all, 
at all. : ° , . fos , 
Col. What do you mean? ve 


Ov. 


rafcal, you helpd thts pretty reformation I fup- 


O’W, Point de tout, your honour, your own — 


ee ee a nee = 
se sae a ws fh. o- + ‘“* Se 
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O'W. Tacez vous, jewel ; when I flept out all 
night, got drunk with ufquebaugh, intrigued 
with the Marchionefs Tipperary, and ‘bate her ~ 
poor hyfband, it was only to oblige your honour, 
and that | might ftand before you and fay, ‘ vot- 
ci O’ Whack, who kept it up to the 
la 2 

Col. Why you impertinent, do you mean to 
laugh at me? Marchionefs Tipperary indeed. 


Enter JAMES. 


ames. Sir, Sir, a word with you, the rope 
ladder is again fix’d at Mifs Honoria’s window, 
and fhe and Mifs Sophia are waiting for Mr. 
Clairville. | : | 

Col. Sophia with her, that’s lucky, hark’ye 
James, is Lady Acid at home ? | 

Fames. No Sir, the and Sir Andrew are juft 
gone out together, but Mifs Alltrade afk’d me, 
whether you were expeCtcd there to night? — 

Col. She did! did fhe, oh its plain, fhe can’t. 
live without me, poor love-fick creature, Vil go 
and comfort her, [ll lock. up Honoria, kick 
Clairville out of the houfe, and thus have her all 
to myfelf, fhew me down fairs firrah, and d’ye. 
hear, tell your ftudious mafter, I’m gone to chaf- 
tife the man, I defir’d him to-challenge. Yes: 
I'll fo thame him, by beating this Clairville.-—--— 

OW. Ay, by St. Patrick, bate him your ho- 
nour, as I did the Marquis de Tipperary, par 


¢ Exeunt.)} 


‘ SCENE 
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SCENE—The out fide of Sir Andrew's Houfe 
in the Country. . 


SERVANT enters from Houfe—-SopHia afpcars 
at window. 


Soph. (to Servant) Look for Mr, Clairville 
where I told-you, and defire him to difpatch.--- 
(She fbuts window and difuppears.) 

| . [Exit Servant. 


Enter CLAIRVILLE. 


Clair. Where is this friend that was to have af- 
{ifted in the enterprize? I have fent my fervant to 
look for him, for alone I can undertake nothing. 
Oh Honoria! let me but once more fee you, 
and know you are my friend, and I will afk no 
morce~nd, never while Llive, will I think of de- 
luding her from her family; with them, fhe has 
all that wealth and fplendour can afford; and with 
me how fevere will be the reverfe? I know the 
Colonel has brought his Ward Nominal from 
France, to calf me to account for my prefump- 
tion; but of that [ think not, let me but gain this 
laft interview. Ha !—-here come’s the ftranger. 


Enter NOMINAL. 


Nom. A thoufand pardons. )’ve been talkmg 
Law, fo no wonder at delay. Well, here we 
are——Do you know this bufinefs of your’s puts 
me in mind of what I came to England for? 

Clair, What was that? 

Nom. Oh! I only came to England to beat a 
gentleman for fcaling a repe-ladder, that’s all; 
fome poor, ftupid fellow. But we won’t talk of 
that—-Where’s the girl? heh. 

Clair. 


a 
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Clair. ’Tis paft the time the promifed to ap- 


pear at the window. But underftand me, Sir, all 


1 with to obtain is an interview, to: know if fhe 
approves of my paft condu@, and takes an intereft 
in my future; therefore, what I requeft of you 


- is this: while I guard the houfe within, you 


watch the deor witheut. Don’t let a foul enter. 
Nom. Me!-——TI'il beat the watch, kick the con- 
fables, and cane all the trading Juflices in town, 


before you fhall lofe ome tender moment. 


Honorta, at the window. 


Hon. Sir,—Sir. | | 
Clair. Ha! the comes. Like anew world fhe 


breaks upon me; oh! let me fly to welcome her. 


Nom. Oh! let me fly to welcome her, (mi- 
micking.) Now who fhe is, or who the houfe be- 


longs to, or what it all means, hang meif I know 


or care; only this, that if there was a noife, 
there might be a difcovery, 1f a difcovery a pur- 
fuit, if a purfuit arefcue; and then----oh what a 
figure I fhould cut. 

Fon. Come in inftantly, or you may be. difco- 
vered, 

Nom. (to Clairville) Hark’ye, of you are dif- 
covered, and are afraid to mention your ,.own 
name, make ufe of mine; I’m not atham’d of this 
or any bufinefs. 

Clair. \ have no fears, (opening the door;) now, 
now, Sir, ehvy me. (Gets in at the door and 
‘difappears.) | 

"Nom. Envy you-!-that I do---he’ll have all the 
fame to himfelf, and I fand as melancholy as a 
mile-ftone. “How provokingly quiet every thing 
is here---s’death, is there no noife to wake the 
old Guardian? Is there no moife? Oh, for the 
{queaking of a child, the fmafhing of a lamp, or 
| the 
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the howling of a hufband, being beat by his wife 


---NO uproar. 
SOPHIA at the window. 


Soph. Sir—-as you are-anxious to affift your 
friend, will you be kind enough, to tell my fer- 
vant who is fome where near, ta come home— 
for if he is obferv’d————— | a 

Nom. 1 will Madam 
now ? | | 

Soph. And Sir, when you return, Ill fpeak to 
you from the window, and on your anfwering 
me, Pil come down, and let the fervant in my- 
felf. (Retires.) 

Nom. Ay: and me along with him. I'll take 
‘gare ma’am, I?ll take care, ftand by Ragamuffin. 
(Runs againf? Colonel! Hubbub who is entering.) 
(OL Exit. 


who the devil’s fhe 


Enter Colonel HussBues. 


Col. Stand by Ragamuffin, what noify fellow’s 
that? ay, there it is, there’s the ladder fure 
enough; andI dare fay Sophia has premoted the 
fcheme, in hopes of affifting her amour with me; 


fweet, tender foul; I fhall never forget her tell- . 


ing me, that if :’d one more hair on my left eye- 
brow, | fhould be the handfomeit man in the 
guards ; and another time when fhe fainted away, 
on only touching the tip of my Epaulette. 


SopHIA from window. 
Soph. Is it you Sir? : ; 
Col. Yes, here! am: oh! tis too much, 
Soph. 


ee, 


; 
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Soph. Vil come down, and open the door. 
(Exit from window.) 
Col. Open the door, there; fhe wants to be 


touching the tip of the Epaulette again; poor, 


fond creature; yes: { muft—t{ will— 


SOPHIA opens door. 


Soph. Come in; (/ees Colonel.) Heav’ns; the 
Colonel ! . | 

Col. Excefs of joy diffolves her—-don’t give 
way to your raptures, moft angelic I come to 
give you love for love. (Laying hold of her.) 
Soph. Unhand me Colonel. 

Col. Let’s enter the houfe, Ill lock up Ho- 
noria, turn Clairville out of doors, and then 

Soph. Let me go this moment———(Struggling 
with him.) 


Re-enter NOMINAL. 


Nom. Ha! what are you at? retire Madam, 
(Sophia enters houf>,) now anfwer me feducer— 
would you delude the innocent ? - 

Col, 1 delude! who the deuce are you ? 

Nom. A jultice of peace!——come to promote 
tranquillity,—but your name, your pro‘effion, 
fpeak this inftant, (/beking him,) zounds, do you 
fufpe& my office ? : 

Col, No—not in the leaft, 1 know you’re a 
peace officer, by the curft noife you make;— 
(Nominal fbckes him again,) gently, and to fatisfy 
you, Vl] tell you who 1 am—my name’s Hub- 
bub, I’m a Colonel in the Army. 

Nom. Hubbub! 

Col. Yes, 1’m here one duty. 


Nom, 
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Nom. My guardian,—faith, this is better than 
Paul Prig. : : 


CLAIRVILLE at the window. 


Clair. (Afide to Nominal.) Detain him—keep 
him where he ts, or all’s ruin’d. 

Nom. UL will, (Clairville exit from window, ) 

Sir, (bowing,) if your nameis Hubbub, I have 

to entreat your pardon—lve the honour of being 

acquainted with part of your worthy family. 

Col. Ay, ay, 1 knew you'd perceive your mif- 
take-——but let me enter the houfe, and play 
the devil. : | 

Nom. (Holding him.) Yes Colonel: I have 
the pleafuré of being intimate with your very 
learned Ward Mr. Nominal; times are ftrangely 
alter’d, Sir I remember when he was the 
moft noify, extravagant young man in town. 

Col. Ay, thofe were happy days: but they’re 
all over now. ‘The dog thinks of nothing but 
Puffendorf and the old Bailey. 

Nom. Yes: I us’d to have a warrant againft 
him once a week, and he generally flept in the 
watch houfe every other night; but now——— 
alas Colonel! I’m afraid we fhall never catch 
him in a rtot again. (In a melancho'y voice.) 

Col. (Sighing.) No—he has loft all that good 
fenfe and genius now; and after the pains I had 
taken in inftruéting, and improving him, it’s 
hard; very hard, Sir. 

Nom. (Sighing with him.) Ay, Sir: to have 
him turn out ftudious, fober and prudent. 

Col. Ah! to difgrace the honour of the Hub- 


bubs, to vilify the glorious breed ;———ftupid, © 


fenfclefs dog!—but let me go, for I’m all eager- 


ncfs ta chaftife this Clairville. 
Nom. 
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Nom, Clairville 1—-what’s he now in the 
houfe ? 

Col. Yes: andI brought my Ward Nominal 
to fight him; but he dar’nt Sir—he’s grown a 
coward, a poor paltry priggian coward, and if 
you fee him, you may tell him | fay_fo. 

Nom. So!—lI may tell Nominal he’s a coward,. 
may 1? . | 

Col. Yes: or he’d. have beat fomebody before 
this time—o’d rot him, I would rather he’d have 
can’d me than nobody— 

Nom. You’d not diflike to be can’d by him; 
would you? : | 

Col. No, I fhould have lik’d the dear rogue 
the better for it—but now I know him to be fuch 
a mean, ftudious pitiful puppy, that hang me, if 
I think he has the courage to beat a jack-afs. 

Nom. (Caning him.) He'll beat a Jack-afs with 
any man in the army. 

Col.. Holloo! what are you about 7—. 


CLAIRVILLE comes from the houfe. 


Col, Youwre-a rufhan, a common bravo, em- 
ployed by Clairville to detain and affault me, and 
you take advantage of my not having a {word on, 
but I'll be reveng’d— | | 

Nom. Do—and Pll tell’ you how; bring an 
action of battery, and Paul Prig and your ftue 
dicus nephew fhall defend. it—hem | 

Col. 1 don’t care, you’re beneath my con- 
tempt, but for your employ’r, I'll enter the houfe, 
and have fatisfaGtion, and for that fneaking dog 
Nomina!———oh the curft puppy; I fent for hinx 
to beat Clairville, and here have I been beat my- 
felf! (Goes into houfe.) [ Exit. 

Cla‘r, My dear Sir, once more let me thank 
youm-l have fven the Lady, and all is, as J 

D2 with’d. 
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wifh’d. She has given me this pi€ture, as a proof 
of her affe@ion, and promis’d never to marry 
another man.—-——But come—-why, what are you 
ae 

‘om. 1 was thinking when this bufinefs is found 
a what a noife it will make; but hold—hold— 
you and [ muft have fome converfation. 

Clair. The Lady told me what | never heard 
before, that her f 
her hufband. 

Nem. What Nominal! 1 know him intimately, 
nor is there a finer fellow alive; he pricks the 
bladder of vanity, pulls down arrogance, and 
chaftifes folly, and what’s more, he gives his 
Guardian found law in the morning, and a found 
thrafhing at night; then he’s a man of Notoriety, 
has the general fhout—the popular huzza, my 
bo 

Clair. Popular huzza! he’d have that, if he 
was going to be hang’d. 

“Nom, Well! and when I die, give mea public 
exit!—-give me the Tower, ftate trial, axe, 
{caffold and decapitation! then my life or hif- 
tory will be written, with a thoufand extraor- 
dinary anecdotes; how I flept at night, and woke 
in the morning ! walk’d and rode, eat and drank, 
and what was very remarkable and important, 
wore my own hair till thirty, and a wig ever af- 
ter.—But come along, I'll introduce. you to 
Nominal; and over a bottle, he fhall convince 
you, ‘that he’s as popular, as life, DEG and 
eccentricity can make him. 


(Exeunt.) 
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SCEN E— An Apartment at Sir Andrew s—— 
FLiufe. 
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Enter SAUNTER. 
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Sauna. Never was vanity fo infufferable, as 
that of Sir Andrew and the Colonel; and unlefs 
my Coufin Sophia, purs my fcheme in execu- 
tion, they will torment her for ever—here comes 
Sir Andrew, juft as I left him, teizing and fa- 
tiguing her, with his tirefome proteftations of 
love. - 

Enter Sorutia follow’d by Sir ANDREW. 

soph. Do-leave me Sir Andrew. 

‘Sir A, Well! but hear me my litile angel; I 
fee your paffion for me, and your averfion to the 
Colonel, and I pity you, and will relieve you; 
hark’ye, make an aflignation, nay, don’t be 
afraid, Pll not difappotnt you, upon my foul. 
. Soph. Sir Andrew this is beyond bearing, and 
if you would attend Lady Acid’s concert, where 
your company is wanted, it would be more agree- 
able—affignation indeed ! | 

Sir A. Ay: you know [’vg won your tender 
jittle heart, and that I could make you miferable 
if } pleafed, but I forego it, I chufe to vex the 
Colonel and-— : 
: D 3 Enter 
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Frier JAMES. 


Sames Sir, the concert is waiting. [ Exit. 
Sir A. Concert! pfha! curfe alf harmony fay 
I; but I muft go to pleate my wife. I fay, don’t 
forget Sophia, when and where you like, ill be 
punctual, till when, farewell, and may you ne- 
ver know the tror. [Lxit. 
Soph. Provoking! to fuppofe me in love with 
him! I that am admur’d by the literati, the cog- 
nofcenti, and ail the out of the way creatures in 
town; here, (giving Saunter a letter,) Icok at 
this, and then fay, if I ought?’nt to be as wretched 
as a new tragedy. | 
aun, (reuding.) ‘*Lady Acid informs Mifs 
‘es Strangeway, that her extraordinary attachment 
*¢ tothe Colonel and Sir Andrew, is the talk of the 
“6 whole town, that fhe has loft her charaGter, and 
‘$6 unlefs fhe difcontinues her advances, the fhall be 
** fent to the country and lock’d up for life,””—_--= 
Lock’d up for life ! 
. Soph. (mouranfidl’y.) Ay, lock’d up for life! 
think of that coufin, I that have painted my own 
picture, and had it in the exhibition! that can 
read a Latin Virgil, or a French Rabelais; and 
what’s more, that have written a novel which has 
been tranflated into feveral languages. 
~ Saun, Has it been tranflated into Englifh ? 
Soph. Ytoo, who have written and compos’d 
a fong, which I have fung in every company, 
without being afk’d or defir’d. 
Saun. Why you have an univerfal genius in- 
deed . 
Soph. Univerfal! I dare fay my death will en- 
creafe the National debt; for after being under 
ground with my anceftors, I fhall be pull’d up 
and 


\ 
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.and reburied at the expence of my country; and 
after all this, to have my reputation flander’d by 
two old coxcombs, and whai’s worfe, to be fent 
to the country and lock’d up for lize! oh coufin | 
‘what can l—fhall 1 do? x 
Saun. Don’t be unhappy Sophia, I have thought 


-of a fcheme by which you may expofe the va- 


nity of thefe two dotards, and ‘extricate yourfelf. 
(Giving her two letters.) read thefe two letters, 
and if you approve, copy them. 

Soph. (reading.) ** To Sit Andrew Acid 
*¢ Thou gay deceiver—tI adore ten o’clock— 
* your own garden—Sophia Strangeway.” Fie, 
coufin! would you have me fend him an affigna- 
‘tion in reality,— | | 

Saun. Read the other. 

Soph. ** To Colonel Hubbub. Thou dear per- 


S© fidious—I idolize—ten o’clock—the garden-—= 


- © Sophia Strangeway.” Charming! I underftand, 


both in the fame language, and both at the fame 
time and place, I'll copy ’em dire@ly. 

Saun. Yes, a double ailignation,-then they'll 
meet, their expofition will be complete,- and 
Lady Acid will be convine’d of your innocence. 

Soph. Ten thoufand. thanks, (goes to Table, 
fits, and writes.) ‘© To Colonel Hubbub.” So, 
‘© To Sir Andrew Acid,” (rifes,) There, Coufin, 
(giving him letters,) {ee them deliver’d, and meet 
me in the garden—at prefent, adieu! 

Saun, Nay, where are you hurrying to? 

. Soph. Firft to the concert, and after that, to 
but now I recollect, don’t forget your 
promife of introducing me to your friend No- 
-minal: heigh-ho! I’m in love with him only for 


Cd 


. hits drefs. ' 


Saun, How Sophiat judge of a man by his 
| Soph. 


~ 
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Scph. Certainly ; if f fee a man plainly drefs’d, 
] guefs him to be juft fuch a harmlefs good for 
nothing thing as yourfelf; but if I fee a man 
drefs’d unlike all others, then | know him to be 
the fame unaccountable creature | am myfelf; fo 
fave me from rural imprifonment, and then in- 
troduce me to your fingular friend as foon as you 
pleafe. : [ Exit. 


O’Wuack enters behind: 


Saun. How can I deliver the letters? to avcid 
fufpicion, the beft way would be to give them to 
Sophia’s own maid, and if 4 can find ber——— 

O’W. (advancing.) What, Fanny, your ho- 
nour | arrah, 1 am juft going to her, donnez. mois le 
Billet doux, and if { don’t put them into her own 
ruby hands, fay this is not No, 13, that’s all! 
(taking f{nuff.) 

Saun, Are you fure you know her? 

O’W. Know her !---accoutez, my dear, the 
loves me fo tenderly, that fhe’d go to Kilkenny 
for a fricaffee for me. 

Saun, Well! I believe I may truft you; here, 
this is for Sir Andrew, and this for Colonel 
Hubbub, they are both at the concert, and defire 
her to deliver them dire@lly. 

O’W. Si vous plait, honey. 

Saun, And d’ye hear, tell her to bring me the 
anfwers, you underftand me. 

O’W. Bon fois, your honour, (Saunter exit.)--- 
By the pow’rs, fome people know no more of 
good breeding, than others do of Politeffe. Eh, 
bien! I fuppofe it anfwers—for I’ve obferv’d, 
none jog fo fnugly through life, as your com- 
pletely rude and vulgar—every body gets out of 
the way for them, the fame as a gentleman in 

a white 


( 33 ) 


a white coat would for a chimney fweeper. Oh, 
by the powers, the only place for true etiquette 


is Ireland, fweet, elegant, accomplifhed Ireland. 
| ! (Exit. |, 


Salon, Chandeliers, ‘fames, and other Servants 
: waiting. : | 


Fames. Yau! (yawning,) thefe parties will be 
the death of me; what! none of the mufical no- 
bility come yet! ftand by, here’s Lord Jargon! 
gad I like his plan, he makes love ta Lady Acid, 
to fecure Mifs Honoria; the old Lady, for the - 
young one, but mum! 


_ Enter Lord JARGON. 


Lord Far. Am‘ the: firft, James? I thought 
your concert began ateight. "eee 

“tames. No my Lord, this is our Sunday con- 
cert, and it is generally nine before their Lord- 
fhips begin playing. | 

Lord Far. Lordfhips! ah! true, at thefe Suny | 
day concerts, Lords become fidlers, and fidlers 
greater men, for my part, I cannot play or fing, 
“¢ donne, donne.” (Humming a tune.) | 
- Fames. Thus it-ever is with his Lordfhip, one 
word contraditing the other. “* ; 


Enter Honora. 


. Hon. James, where’s-Lady Acid? ha! my 
Lord: Jargon here. » : seo 

‘Lord Far. Honoria, my angel, 1 never fay a 
civil thing, but you look divinely. this evening, 
Nay: why avoid me, am I fo very difagree- 


able? ( 
_ ‘ Hon. 


( 34 ) 


Hon. Not in the leaft my Lord-———where can. 


be Lady Acid? os 

Lord ‘far. (taking her hand.); You know Ho- 
noria, I hate to hear people talk of thernfelves— 
of their titles—their fortune—their talents-—no- 
thing can be fo fhocking !—now I—I have an: an- 
tient title—great fortune, and not inferior talents,, 
but I never mention thefe things, you never hear 
me talk of myfelf. . 

Hon. No, your Lordfhip has teo much fenfe,. 
to talk on a fubje@ you fo little underftand. | 

Lord ‘far. ‘lrue, Honoria: and I have re- 
form’d—left off all my old vices, the better to de- 
ferve your affe@ion gaming now—I hav’nt 
thrown a die, or made a bett thefe fix months. 

‘Hon, Not gam’d my Lord! 

Lord Far, No—Vll bett any gentleman two: 
hundred to one, I hav’nt. an 

_Hon. Ufancy your Lardfhip is one of thofe, 

who think it better to lofe, than not play at all. 
. Lord Far. No—I have given it up Honoria— 


but talking of gaming—allow me to apologize for 


breaking ycur bracelet laft night, 

Hon, It was of no confequence my Lord. 

Lord ‘Far. Your pardon Honorta—and though 
I’m above making prefents, yet you muft allow 
me to offer this poor return-—thefe jewels— 
(giving her a cafket open.) 

Hon. How! jewels!—and of fuch value my 
Lord ! 8 

Lord Far, Oh a trifle—-—for my own part I 
never wear diamonds-—-for while other peop'e 
wear them for me to look at, it’s juft the fame as 
if they were my own—but think not of them, but 
~ Jove my angel——— 


Lady 
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Lady AcipD enters behind. 


-Hon. Excufe me my Lord I cannot accept 
‘them—you may employ them toa better purpofe. 
(Offering to return them.) Pia. ee 
' Lady A. 1s this your gratitude for his Lord- 
fhip’s politenefs ?-—ill-bred, infolent girl!—what, 
you are ftill hankering after that wretch Clair- 


.: 


. ville. : | 


Hon, Call him bv fome other name, madam 
wretch !—-what is‘his brother then? | 

Lady A, How !—have you the impudence to 
defend the outcalft?> 

Hon. Ovutcaft!—fhame, fhame, madam!—I 
know I talk a language, you and your modeft friends 
defpife—but here I tell you that this outcaft is the 


~ man ‘of my heart—that it loves him—-tender] 


loves him! and would rather fhare his griefs in a 
“prifon, than his Lordfhip’s pleafures in a palace — 


' therefore -once more, let me offer back your pre- 


= Tent;— 
_.,° dy A. Look’ye—in a word—let me have no 


more of your ill breeding; accept his Lordfhip’s 
jewels dire@ly, and retire to your chamber—take 


- _ them I fay, and begone this inftant. 


Hon, ‘What can [ do ?—<the colonel’s high opi- 
nion of her, compels me to obey her in every 
thing——»Oh Clairville!—-why did you fave a 
life that’s doom’d—for ever doom’d, to mix thy 
ruin with its own. [Exit. 

Lady A. So far, fo well my Lord—for when 
the colonel hears fhe was mercenary enough to 
receive jewels, he’ll own you were warranted in 
your defigns upon her—-and now=fince we are 
alone—T'll open a great and glorious ‘che ns—a 
{cheme that fhall convince you of my niece Gat 
fe€tion. 


Lite 8 ae 
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Lord ‘far, Sweeteft of women: you know my 
determination, whoever has my hand, you fhall 
ftill have my heart. 

Lady A. 1 believe it my Lord, and therefore I 
‘fhall rifk the dangerous enterprize ; Sophia and I 
were at the exhibition of wax figures this morn- 
ing, fhe was ftruck with, and purchas’d a great 
theatrical likenefs, which is to be brought here in 
a chair this evening, now if you contrive to come 
home inftead of the figure———~ 

Lord ‘far.1 a wax figure: a Peer of the 
Realm a wax.figure! 

Lady A, Dear: it happens every day; but 
mind me, the chair will be brought into my dreff- 
ing room, which adjoins Honoria’s chamber, and 
where you know you can’t be admitted on ac- 
count of Sir Andrew’s jealoufy—therefore, wait 
for the chair—bribe the men—and here is a falfe 
key, (giving one,) which locks and unlocks Ho- 
MNoria’s door———, : 

Lord ‘far. Lovelieft of creatures!—(Kiffing her 
hand,) where fhall I find the ehair? 

Lady A. Vl give you the particulars bye and 
bye—in the mean time, remember you get 
Clairville difpofed of. | 

Lord ‘far, What! my brother:—Oh, I’ve fo 
great a friendfhip for him that ll have him ar- 
refted, to prevent his being extravagant. 


Flourifb of Clarionets. . 
Lady A. Hark!—their Lordfhips the mufi- 


clans are arriv’d. 


Enter Colonel Uussus. 


Col. There they are: never was Sunday con- 


cert fo fanGtified with nobility. | 
Lady A. 
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Lady A. What! they’re all come! 

Col. Yes: and faith, there’s fo many great pec= 
ple turned fidlers now-a-days, that may I die, if 
I fhould be furpris’d, if the houfe of Lords was 
changed into a concert room;——that glees were 
fung from the Woolfack. 

ae ‘far. Who have we amongft us Colc- 
nel ? 

Col. Vil tell you—firft there’s Duke Duett 
playing on the violin—then there’s General Gig 
blowing the trumpet, Judge Jerk blowing the 
baffoon, and Bifhop Bravo banging the kettle 
drums ;—-but what’s better, there’s Signor Uni- 
quo, who pats them all familiarly on the back 
and fays, *¢ Braviffimo my Lord Judge! encore 
Signor Bifhop!?’"—=then the ore looks as pleafed, 
as if he’d got the Chancellorfhip, and the other 
as if he was prefer’d to an Archbifhopric!—pray 
is your Lordfhip fond of mufic ? | 

Lord Far. Me!—TI hate—I deteft it. 

Lady A, Hate mufic my Lord!—dear! I al- 
ways thought it was one of your favourite amufe- 
ments. : 

Lird Far, What, mufic!—-oh certainly, I love 
it of all things. 

Col. Well: for my part I fhall not liften to 
their Lordthips, till Uniquo gets them engaged at 
the Opera—~as to you Lady Acid, I know your 
fenfe and virtue defpifes this trifling folly; and 
you only promote it to amufe your friends. ; 

Lady A. 1 do indeed Colonel—/Strumming of” 
Infiruments within.) 1 muft go and look at them, 
come my Lord. 

Lord Far. (taking her hand.) With pleafure ; 
——Colonel, is my friend Nominal amorgtt 
them ? . 


E Cel. 
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Col. My Ward!—zcunds, don’t talk of him— _ 


but gc—and if you with for fiddling preferment, 


pay your refpeéts to the grand Signor. [Lord and 
Lady exeunt. 

Col. My Ward indeed!—Oh! that ftupid, ftu- 
dious puppy; I know what it will end in:—he’ll 
go fneaking on in his profeffion, till he gets into 
the upper houfe-——there he’ll be laid on the fhelf, 
and go out like the {nuff of a candle: as to 
that ruffian and the affault, Pll be reveng’d on 
Clairville ftill———for Lady Sophia, the dear 
creature feems fonder of me than ever, fince laft 
night’s riot; the women do love a little rudenefs 
now and then. 


Enter JAMEs. 


Yames. 8ir—Mifs Sophia’s maid is below and 
defires to fee you. . 

Col, There, 1 faid fo, oh! I and my Fpau- 
lette play the devil with the women. a 
'  Fames, She has a letter for you Sir, that fhe 
will deliver to nobody but yourfelf. 

Col. Well! if it muft be fc———it’s very ftrange 
what can make the fex adore me fo paflionately ! 


_ it muft be my manners, niy tender, graceful in- 
.finuating manners; fhew me to her, and while 


their Lordfhips are fiddling for the good of the 


. Nation, Pll amufe myfelf for the benefit of So- 


phia, poor Sophia!——ch Colonel, Colonel, what 
fcols do you make of the women! [Exit fai- 
dead by Fumes. 


SCENE 
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SCENE— Sir tts Acid’s Gains | 
light. 
Enter SAUNTER. 


Saun. Where can my coufin Sophia be loiter- 
ing ?—<this is the place of affignation, and I fee 


‘neither her, nor the Colonel, nor Sir Andrew.— 


] hope there’s no miftake ; for on their expofition 
depends her future happinefs. | 


Enter ponErs hoftily. 


_ Soph. Oh coufin | my dear coufin, ’mundonef 

as much ruin’d as if I’d never been an authorefs, 

or anattrefs, or a painter, ora : 
Saun. Why, what has happened ? 
Soph. Lady Acid unknown ‘to Sir Andrew has - 


; read the aflignation you made me fend him; fhe 


is now convinced the love is on my part, and i Is 
purfuing me here to be reveng’d. Dear me, I 
with | hadnt written to him. 
Saun. Not written to him !- unlefs you 
put a ftop to his or the ‘Colonel's vanity, you 
know you’d have been fent to the country; nay, 
loft your charaéter, and never fhewn your face 
in fafhionable life again. 
Soph. Not fhewn my face! Lord!—it rather 
hekps one, and in fathionable life, lofs of charac-~., 
ter makes one’s repntation soticed: But what is 
to become-of me? If I am fent to the country { 
fhalt die; 3 know I thall, and fo fuddenly, f 
fhan’t have time to write my own hfe, and run 
down half my acquaintance. 
Lady A. (without) Where is the Jezabel ? Vil 
make an example of her. 
E 2 Soph, 
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Soph. Here fhe comes, and I fhall be lock’d up 


in an old country caftle, where there’s a conftant 
knocking at the gate to fee the apartments, but 
not a perfon to enquire after ‘¢ Poor | the 
prifoner.” | 


Lady Acip enters. 


Lady A, So Mifs—notwithftanding the warning 
T gave you, you have been writing an affignation 
.to my hufband, and this is the place. Look at 
_ me—anfwer me—do you deny it ? 

Soph. No, Madam; I own that I wrote affig- 
nations to beth the Colonel and Sir Andrew 

Lady A. The Colonel too! Mercy on me, 
would’nt one content you? — 


~ Soph. Yes, Madam 3 but I did it to bring them | 


together, and laugh at them ; for indeed they have 
fo teiz’d me , 

Lady A. They teiz’d you! Here’s effrontery ! 
Look’ye, I know they hate and defpife you; and 
they have both told me a thoufand times that your 
love was troublefome and difgufting. 

Saun. Your Ladyfhip, I can contradi& that, 
fcr 1 have now in my pocket both their anfwers to 
Sophia’s affignation; each accepts her invitation, 
and will be here at the time appointed. Befides, 

ou muft be fenfible that her loving them is a 
oke. 

Lady A. Joke! Don’t tell me of jokes, Sir; I 
never made one in my life, and I know fhe loves 
them as much as they deteit her; its all owing to 
her romantic turn of mind, her ating, her writ- 
ing 

“Soph. Nay, my Lady; don’t abufe my talents. 
Did’nt my laft preduction go through four edi- 
tions ? 


Lay A. 
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Lady A. Yes; and why did it?—becaufe it 
was patronized; and now-a-days it is not the | 
buok ifelf, but the name of the perfon who writes 
it! While a woman of fathion fhall write a bad 
work, and have a thoufand f{ubfcribers, a poor 
negleGted man of genius fhall write a good one, 
and fot have a fingle patron. If indeed you had 
followed my advice—written fentimentaily and 


_ morally, 


Soph. I did, Madam; I did write morally, and 
what was the ‘confequence 3 ? T had made a fum of | 
money by a Novel call’d ‘* Seduction,” and | loft 
it all by writing «* An Effay on Charity !” But 
indeed Sir Andrew and the Colonel are to blame ; 
and if you'll wait a moment you'll fee them come 
to the affignatign. 

Lady A. They come!-——they know better : be- 
fides defpifing you, they value my good opinion. 
tco highly to trifle with it in this manner; fo re~ | 
tire to the country. (Laying hold of her.) 

Sgun. Pray hear reafon, Madam- 

Lady A. Tl hear nothing ——/ Sees Sir yee 


without) Blefs me! what do I fee ?—-my hutband. 


capering and fmiling ! 
Soph. Aye, there’s one of them; and ene Ma- 
dam, yonder js the other. 
Lady A. The Colonel,- as. I live— This i 18. 
amazing ! Stand back,. and let’s See them. = 


Enter Sir ANDREW, with a letter in his hand. 
Enter Colonel HuBBuB, with aletter in his hand, 


Sir A. (Reading and Jmiling.) Thou gay de~ 
ceiver ! 
Col. (Reading and fmiling.) Thou dear Safa 
eons 
| Sir A. 


( 42 ) 


ve A. IY adore you as much as I abhor the Co- 
lonel. 
Col. L idolize you as much as I defpife Sir An- 
drew. | 

Soph. (Coming between them clofe to Colonel.) 
My pretty Colcnel. 

Col. There! (Turning from her in great joy 
and putting up his letter. 

Soph. (Coming up to Sir Andrew.) My charming 
Baronet. 

Sir A. My angel! (Turns to embrace her.) 


[The Colonel embraces hir on the other fide—they 
fee one another —Sophia ftands laughing between 
them. ] 


Lady A. For fhame! for fhamé! Is this your 
boafted honour, at your time of life? ‘* Thou 
dear Perfidious!”—[Colonel Exit.J}—And ycu— 
‘what have you to fay for yourfelf ** Thou gay 
Deceiver ?” 

Sir A. Say! (Tearing letter.) Why, when 
one’s completely miferable, nothing is fo pleafant 
as to fee a friend in the fame fituation. Holloo, 
Colonel ! : [ Exit. 
| Lady A. Sophia, I’m now convinced of your 
innocence, and afk yeur pardon; and will make 
you amends by reading your manufcripts, praif- 
ing your ating, and faying you’re fo good a 
letter-writer, that I believe you’re the author of 
Junius. 


[ Exeunt. 
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SCEN E— Park. 


Enter CLAIRVILLE. 


Clair. My diftreffes croud on me fo faft, that 
I will fee my brother once more; and if he ftill 
avoids me, I muft banifh Honoria from my 
thoughts, and feek that peace abroad, my ene- 
nucs deny me here. ; 


Enter O7WHACK haftily. 


O’°W’. Run—fly; make your efcape your ho- 
nour, arrah! be off, before the Coquins lay hold 
of you; by my falvation when I think of your 
misfortunes, I can’t help taking out my mouchoir. 
Taking out his handkerchief, and crying.) 

Clair. What is the matter O? Whack? . 

O’W. The matter! why if you don’t fcam- 
per, you'll be baftil’d, before you can fay, ‘* Kil- 
Jarney.”” 

Clair. What can this mean ?—explain. 

O’'W. Doucement! [ll tell you, as I pafs’d 


yonder promenade, an old friend of mine, who 
is 
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is an officer, or bailiff d’ye fec, told me, he was 
coming to carry ycur hencur to prifon. ‘© What! 


*¢ Morficur Clair ville,” fays 1. ** The fame,” fays , 


he—then fays I> “ be afy now; ‘or by St. Fa- 
trick, if you tcuch a huir of his head, PIl foup- 
maigre you, this inftani,’ —faws he, ‘* 1 mutt do 
my duty ;°——** and I mirc,” fays | ‘* and re- 
<* member my honey, it’s as afy to have pity in 
your heart, as it is to fpake Fri nch without the 
brogue ma foi!”=——this foften’d him your ho- 
nour, and he premis’d .o be a chere Amis to you 
till to-morrow. 
Cicir. Thanks, my goed fellow, thanks. 


OW. Cet ne pas tout though———Fanny, - 


Mifs Sophia’s maid, as pretty a Fille de Chambre 
as ever made a faux pas gave me a bitof a 


hint, that there wasa curft black bufinefs in the 


wind, between your brother Lord Jargon, and 
Lady Acid; fhe thinks, they mean to put you in 
Limbo, becafe Madamoifelle Honoria loves you ; 
and by my foul, if they do, Ill make the old cat 
cry ** Mifericorde,” till fhe’s black in the face. 
Clair. 1 won’t believe it, 1 know Lord Jargon 
loves Honoria, but 1 can never think, that, on 
that account, he’d make a prifoner of his brother; 
but he’s coming this way, Pll tatk to him, leave 
us together. 
OW. That I will, with all my heart and foul, 
for I can’t bear to put my eyes upon htm, bon Re- 
pos your honour, Pll give you a call in the morn- 
ing, and in the mean time be debonnaire d’ye 
fee, Pl carry you through depend on’t. 
Clair. My kind fellow—how fhall I repay 
ou? : 
O’W. Oh your honour, I never forget an ob- 
ligation or an injury, you fav’d me in danger, 
and if £ don’t do mon pofftble to bother all your 
enemies, 


ae ‘Tn 
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enemies, fay I’m not the bonne bouche of the 
O’Whacks, that’s all. [ Exit. 


Clair. 1 cannot, will not, fufpe& him of fuch 
treachery, though he has been long dead to bro- 
therly affe&tion, he never can be capable of fuch 
inhumanity, 
wy 


Enter Lord JARGON. 


Lord Far. (Afide.) This poor wretch here!— 
I was in hopes he was difpos’d of. 

Clair. Brother, a word, I have a favour to 
éntreat of you, for neceffity, extreme neccflity 
compells mz; in fhort, if you do not affitt me, I 
fhall'be arrefted in an hour, and in goal perhaps 
the reft of my life. 

Lord Far. Arrefted! who can be fo hard-heart- 
ed Harry? you know my friendthip, and libe- 
rality, but as to lending you money, that’s a - 
thing I can’t make up my mind to, 

Gair. The fum | require is fmall my Lord, | 


a few hundreds will convey me far from the per- 


fecution of my creditors, and by retirement and 
ceconomy, in a few years perhaps I fhall be able 
to repay you with honour, and once more appear 
in the world as your Lordfhip’s brother. 

Lord Far, 1 hope you may Harry, but peti- 
tions are fo numerous——— 

Clair, Petition! tis my demand Sir; when the 
old Lord died, you know he left his fortune to 
you, in the full convi€tion, you would provide 
for me— and this is the return! wh le you are 
affluent enough to fquander thoufands in the 
whirlpool of fafhion, you are cruel encugh to fee 


a brother wafte his life in poverty : but go on my _ 


Lord, 
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Lord, exult and riot in my father’s riches, I will, 
be prouder of his virtues. 

Lord Far. Oh, the old ¢ant: you never heard 
me uttei a fentiment in your life, never, for the; 
man who boafts of virtue and fecling, feldom 
practifes either the one or the other ; but you de- 
tain me Harry, I am going to figh away an hour 
with Honoria. 

Clair, (Eager!y.) With Honoria, brother! 

Lord Far. Yes: with Honoria, brother! don’t 
you envy me my triumph? 

Ciair, Ungenerous man! is it not enough to 
abandon me to the world, a beggar and a wan- 
derer, but you muft wound me in the tendereft 
point, diftra& me with fuch thoughts! but 1 
have done ; farewell, my Lord,. perhaps. we thall 
never meet again! I now fufpe& him, and will 
warn Honoria of her danger. (Afide.) 

Lord Far. Adieu Harry, fhall] tell the charm- 
ing girl any thing about you? 

Clair. Yes Sir, tell her, purfued by enemies, 
and deferted by my friends, | know not where te 
fly for fafety ; tell her, not fo muchon my own 
account .I lament my misfortunes, as on hers; 
fince abje€t and foyfaken asl am,. I cannot fhelter 
or protect her; tell hei, ! once hop’d, forgive 
my weaknefs—~‘weeping,) but if you have ane 


fpark of pity for the loft Clairville, beftow it on. 


Honoria—~be her. friend, and you fhall fill be 
minewfarewell, : [ Exit. 
Lord Yar. Ay: go your ways, you'll never fee 
her again, for here comes the chair that gives me 
poflefiion of her for ever. , 


Chairmen with Chair. 


Lord Far. Sit it down, and wait till 1 return—! 
muft {tep over to my houfe, to order fervants to 
- be 


- — 
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be near at hand; for though I’m determin’d not 


to be violent, yet if fhe demurs /’ll force her != 
Till ee . _ 


Enter NOMINAL half drunk. 


Nom. Ha, Peer; my boy, how are you: [ 
hate wine, but I’ve been drinking to keep up my 
chara€ter, and I’m the moft unlucky dog alive; 
I’ve been fearchtng ¢very where for an adventure, 
and can’t find one; I can’t get into notice. 

Lord Far. Can’t you? 

Nom. No—I can’t make myfelf ‘confpicuous; 
‘and yet I’ve been abfurd, particular, and noify— 
bit what fignifies; every body elfe is the fame : 
the whole town’s fo fridiculous, that to be ftar’d 
at, a man fhould be as quiet, and as dull as —~» 
afimile; heh, Peer. (Taking Jnuff, and offering 
Lord fome.) | | 

Lord Far. How can you drink? [ hate it, if f 
indulged myfelf in fuch odious cuftoms, do you 
think | fhould be a favorite with the women? 
(Taking a pinch.) 

- Nom. Favorite with the women! ah, there’s 
the rub! If I could get the fame of an intrigue, 
or an elopement, or any other fweet impropriety 
——Oh ! 

_ Lord Far. Intrigue or elopement ! um— 

‘Nom. Um— Why, what’s the matter ‘with 
ou? : : 
‘ Lord Far. Look’ye, Nominal, ‘nothing is fo 
fhocking as to impart fecrets, or boaft of ladies 
favours; its what I never do, Sir; elfe I could 
tell you-———— 

Nom. Tell me! what? 

Lord yar. That I am this moment going on 
both an intrigue and-an elopement., 


Nom. 
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Nom. The Devil you are! Tol de roll de roll 
~--( Dancing and finging)---Who ! when! where ! 
Open, unfold, you amiable, you furprifing Sena- 
tor. 

Lord Far. Fie; do you think I'd betray the 
confidence of the fair? No; if I was only to hint 
to you, that, that chair, that very chair was to 
take me to a certain Baronet’s houfe, inftead of a 
Wax Figure———— 

Nom. Wax Figure! Go on---difpatch---T'm all 
on fire----Wheugh! (Rubbing his hands and fbew- 


ing figns of great joy.) 

Lord Far. i fay 1 fhould be the greateft rafcal 
living, if 1 was only to hint that I intrigued with 
the Baronet’s wife, that fhe was to conduct me 
to the chamber of a young lady,-and that their 
names were———— 


Nom. Hang their names—only let me under- 


fland that chair you fay, takes you to the 
lady with whom you intrigue, and fhe conduéts 
you to the lady with whom you elope.—( Lord 
nods affent)---Bravo,.my boy! Bravo! Give me 
your hand ; and now cuvfe me if I can help laugh- 
ing, to think how they'll all be furprized. Ha! 
ha! ha! 

Lord Far. No, nor I, the old hufband, little 
thinks, who’s coming to make a fool of him! 
Ha! ha! ha! but excufe me a moment, I muft 
ftep over the way, to order fervants to be near the 
houfe, ftay till I return, and you'll fee what a 
figure I’}l make in the chair. 

Nom. Yes: yes—l’ll ftay, but go over the 
way, get along, will you? 


Lord Far. \fay Nominal, I fancy you’d like to | 


go in the chair inftead of me |—Ha! ha! ha! 


Nom Yes, that I fhould, Ha! ha! ha! (Lord 


exit.) And if Idon’t! if I con’t perch myfelf in 
3 the 
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the centre of it, damn me if I know any thing of 
fame or notoriety! ’gad this is the luckieft hit--- 
and therefore that no time may be loft, you two 
Coronet fupporters! (Laying hold of Chairmen) 
open the chair and let me be the Peer’s proxy !--- 
take me to the Baronet’s direCtly, or by all that’s 


if?. Ch. Is the man befide himfelf? 

Nom. (Shaking them) No trifling, here’s a purfe 
and a piftol! money or ‘murder !---take your 
choice this moment. 

1/?. Ch. Take the money, Pat!---take the me- 
ne 

Noa Here you rogues!—(giving purfe,) and 
now | fwear, whatever were his Lordfhip’s de- 
fizns, mine fhall be harmlefs and honourable; 
all I want, is the fame of the thing !—and if i 
can get that, hang me, if i’ll fatigue myfelf or 
the ladies, fo open the chair, and away my boys. 
(Gets in and looks from window,) when you fee 
his Lordfhip, teH him the next time he ts going 
on an amour, not to mention it before-hand 
lead on to Notoriety !—** drink and drive care 
“© away.” [Fxit in chair, 

Re-enter Lord JARGON. 

Lond far. Now, Nominal—now you fhall fee 
what a figure rit cut in the chair; how |! 
what! gone! the chair too! *Sdeath—I cut a pretty 
figure indeed, but Ill be revenged, PII follow 
him, and have fatisfaétion dire@lly ; and for 
Clairville and Honoria—ll betray one, and im- 
prifon the other; I will, as 1’m a genileman, and 
a man of honour! | | Beit, 
SCENE—Lady Actv’s Dreffing Room— 

Toilette—Doors open in Flat Scene, and part 

of a bed fecnm—chairs and condles. 

Enter Honorta evtth a Letter. 

Ffon. Can it be poffible! can fhe who fhould 
proteat me, thus betray me! LT will not, dare not 

belicve 
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believe it!—-and yet would Clairville terrify me 
with falfe fufpicions? let me read the letter once 
more. 

( Reads.) «* 1 have been juft inform’d, that Lord 
‘© Jargon and Lady Acid have defigns againft you, 
‘s and that to night they mean to put their vil 
«¢ Jainy in execution; I hope they cannct be fo 
<¢ treacherous, but as you love my peace or your 
«© own, be on your guard-——beware Honoria ! 
«6 and remember the - | 


Unhappy Clairville”” 


If it be true, how fhall 1 extricate myfelf ?— 
the Colonel is fo convinced of Lady Actd’s ho- 
nour, that all fupplication to him would be in 
vaine-—~-alas !—~1 have no friend to fuccour or 
defend me; and helplefs as I am hal fhe 
comes !—-I dread to meet her. 

Enter Lady Activ. 

Lady A, How !—not gone to your chamber, 
Honoria! 

Hon, Vm going Madam 
alarms me! (afide.) . 

Lady A. What is the girl muttering ?—I de- 
clare you grow more and more forward, and im- 
pertinent every hour~-—<<but Vl humble you 
[ll make an example of you. 

Hon. (Kneeling.) Oh! on my knees let me 
entreat your pity; do not defert me,—do not 
abendcn me=—promife me I fhall not be in the 
power of Lord Jargon, and ll be your flave for 


e 


her very look 


ver. 
_Ledy A. Lord Jargon [—Why what’s the fool 
thinking ef ?——have you loft your fenfes? 
Hon. No—-not yet, Madam—but if I retain 
them it muft be by your humanity !—you have 
“often faid that you would be a mother to me— 
be fo now—fave me in this hour of danger and— 
Lady A. Danger!—let me hear no more of 
this intclerce, but Le, cne! 


Enter 


% 
oe 
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Enter Berry followed by Chairmen with Chair. 
Pik The chair with the figure, your Lady- 
ip. 
Lady A. Put it down and leave it. (Betty and 
Chairmen exeunt.)—now comes my triumph! 


(afide.) How! not gone yet, mifs !—retire this 


inftant or— 
_ Hon. L obey, madam—oh! what !—what will 
become of me? [ Exit. 

Lady A, There fhe goes, and now for my dear. 
—dear Lord! (Taps at the Chair window )— 
Lord Jargon, Lord }argon—come forth my dear 
Lord, and enfure your piize. 

NoMINAL Jets down the front glafs, looks at her 
and nods. 

Lady A. Heav’ns!—what do I fee? 

Nom. No Lord or wax figure, but as lively a 
fellow as ever you intrigued with—(/pying. )— 
fine jolly woman. | 

Lady A. Who are you?—has his Lordthip 
fent you to infult me? 

- Nom. No—he has fent me not to difappoint 

you, and I'll bring you both before the public, 

depend on’t ;-——(/pying again/—rather fat though. 
[Loud knocking at door.] 

Lady A. Mercy !—There’s my hufband! 

Nom. (Eag.r’y.) Your hufband !—tell me my 
darling —tell mc—is he jealous? 

Lady A. Jcalous! to an extreme.! 

Nom, What! he'll bring an action, and fue 
for a divorce ? 

Lady. A, Yes. 

Nom. Paragraph and caricature me! 

Lady, 4 Certainly. 

Nem. Chall nge and fight me? 

Jiedy A. Undoubtedly. | 

Nom. Vuszza!—RBravol—’m made; I’m im- 
mertaliz’d, det me out, and Iet him in direAly, 
¥ 2 Colonel 
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C olonel Huesus without. 


Col. Inher dreffirg room is fhe? never mind, 
I have the privilege of going into it. 

Lody A. ‘The Colonel! worfe and worfe! 

Nom. My Guardian!—-zcunds ; he muft’nt dif- 
cover me here. 

Lady A. Sir—if you have any gallantry or-—— 

Nom. Say no more my Dove, !’m fnug, (pu//- 
ing up window,) gocd bye, Ill make you comfor- 
table. Nadding and foutting himfelf in. 

Fnter Colonel Huesus. 

Lady A. Colonel, I rejoice to fee you 

Col. | beg pardon Madam for this intrufion, 
but when you know my bufinefs, I think you’ll 
forgive-‘mc—-—! come to give Honoria to Lord 
Jargon. 

Lady A. 1st poffible Colonel? 

Co!. Yes—1l have made up my mind at laft, 
the high cpinion | have of your honour, and the 
great refpect I entertain for his ].ordfhip as your 
friend, has tempted me to fign this deed of fet- 
tlhement, (producing one,) which gives him Ho- 
noiia with a fortune of 30,000/. 

Lady A. My dear Colenel, you delight me. 

Col, Ay, She wil be then fate from the ar- 
tifices of Clairville, ane your virtuous wifhes will 
be fatisfied—you know | once defigned her for my 
Ward Nominal. 

Lady A. Yes: but he 1s too diflipated and pro- 
flizate. : 

‘Col. He prcfligate! why he’s the moft ftudi- 
ous, ftupid blockhead alive. - J dare fay he is now 
in his library poring over Puffendorff, or hem- 
ming (mimicking) with Paul Prig. 

Lady A. Well; I never faw him Colonel, but 
I have heard he’s the moft noify, riotous young 
man in town—has his amours—his— | 

Col, 
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Ce?, Amours!—! fhould as foon fufpcd your — 
Ladyfhip of an intrigue as him—noify and riotous 
‘toe; oh! that he was, Vd give lim a borough 
| to-morrow. 

Nominal here raifes the top of Chair and paps his 
head out. 
| Nem. Hem! (Retires dircy.) 

Col. (Rifsng.) Zounds: what’s that? (goes f9- 
wards Chair,) the devil! here’s fomebody inthe | 
Chair. 

Lady A. Wa! hat—vouwll laugh when I tell 
you what it is—it’s a purchafe of Sophia’ S. 

| Col, Purchafe ;—1 fwear | faw a man’s head. 

Tady A. A mane ha! hal that’s very good, 
ivs a wax figure. 

Cal. A wax figure! 

‘Lady A. Yes: and as Sir Andrew knows no- 
thing of it, | entreat you not to tell him. 

Col. Oh, | unde.ftand, what: it’s to fupply his 

| place when he’s out of the way, well, well, (iry- 
ing to look at it.) 

Lady A. Fie Colonel, an’t you afham’d to look 
at a Lady’s curiofities; pofitively, if you don’t 
come away, I'll have it remov’d. (Pulling him 
away) But how could you fuppofe it to be a man? 

| fufpe&t me of an intrigue ! 

Col. 1 don’t fufpe& you, I believe you to be all 

virtue, tendernefs, and truth. 

Sir Andrew Acid without. Ay: ay: VIl tell her 

| myfelf. My dear, Lord Jargon is below, and de- 
fires to fee you direGtly. 
| Lady A, Vm bufy Sir Andrew, let him wait. 
Col. (Afide to Lady.) No, no, foftly, 1 have a 
| thought, is Honoria at home ? 
| Lady A. Yes: She’s in the next room. 
Col, Then hark’ye, as his Lordfhip is below, 
| goto him and tell my intentions, and if he ap- 
proves, he fhall have Honoria this very moment. 
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Lady A.¥ will Colonel: O Lord! here is Sir 


Andrew : but as you regard me, don’t mention 

the figure: if that fellow’s difcover’d, my cha- 

racter’s loft for ever. [ Exit. 
Enter Sir Andrew. 

Sir A. So dear perfidious. 

Cal. So gay deceiver, ah Sir Andrew; you 
ought to blufh for your inconftancy, fo good, fo 
faithful a wife as Lady Acid. 

Sir A. tt’s very true Colonel: and if I did’nt 
think it would make her tco happy, l’d own my 
errors, fhe is indeed all virtue, lll tell you whar, 
fhe has all your gateties, with your Ward Nomi- 
nal’s prudence. 

Col. Plague take you, am I never to hear of 
any thing, but that ftupid dog’s pridence? but 
your wife, Sir Andrew, all her amufements are fo 
innocent: waxnow, fhe prefers wax to real lice. 
(Locking round at Chair.) 

Sir A. Wax! 


Col. Yes: though fhe’d die before fhe’d’ 


have a young man in her room, I don’t 
think fhe has much objection to a wax figure. 

Sir A. Wax figure:—why what the devil are 
"ou at? 

Col, 1 did’nt fay there was one in that fedan 
chair, did 1? . 
Sir- ANDREW op-ns Chair, and NoMINAL walks 

Jslemnly out between him and the Colonel—they 


ftand aftonifbed. 


lant. 
Col. Yes, and the ftudious, Ward, is a choic 
{pirit. | 
Nom. Yes: it’s} guardy, who was a ftudent 
in the morning, who can’d you at night, who will 
fight that Gentleman, who intiigues with this 
Lady, (enter Lady Acid,) and will elope with any 
body ; and what’s more, who rejoices to difcover 
bimfelf, becaufe he expofes hypccrify, and faves 

an innecent girl from mifery. , 
7 


Sir 4, Zounds: the wax figure, is a live gal- 
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Col. (Dancing and finging. ) Ti di di di! he has 


: he has it: he has it: the rogue’s the true 
me after all: come to thy old Guardian’s arms, 
let me gaze on thy dear face, th=re it is, the real 
tumultuous, dafhing look; you dog, you fhall 
come into parliament to-morrow. 

Lady A. Are you mad Colonel? 

Sir A. Ay damn me, are. you mad, Colonel ? 

Col. {To Lady Acid.) But is he 2 real man of 
fenfe at laft; will he give up Weitminfter hall, 
Puffendorff ‘anid Paul Prig, to intrigue, elope, 
fight a Baronet, and cane a Colonel in the Guards ; 
oh! ’tis too much, give me joy, old boy. 

Sir A. Good night : (going.) 

Lady A. Sir Andrew | fit on a hearing-—-— 

Nom. Stay Baronet, I hope you’re fatisfied. 

Sir A, Satisfied of what? 

Nom. That it’s J, and not any body elfe that 
intrigues with this all virtuons woman ; ; upon my 
foul it’s me, and do mention it every where, do, 
there’s afweet, pleafant, fmiling fellow, fay it’s 
me, and we’il all get i into print tog¢ ether. 

Sir A. Damnation! [ exit. 

Lady A, Hear me, Sir Andrew, VII follow him 
and explain the bufinefs directly, for you Colonel, 
I leave you to your delufion, and for your prudent 
Ward, oh, was there ever any thing fo unlucky. 

[ Exit. 

Co). Go your ways, hypocrite, and now my 
boy, my darling, let’sin to fupper and crown the 
night with mirth and merriment ; o’ds heart, what 
a likenefs of me and his old uncle; come, for I 
do fo Jong to hear the hiftory of your pranks. 

Nom. Ay: you fhall hear them all from Paul 
Prig to the Juftice, from the Peer to the wax 
figure, and then if you don’t fay, Vm as eccentric 
and ridiculous, as you wilh me———why 1’ll 
never beat a jackals again as long as I live. 

( Exeunt. ) 
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ACT V. 


SCENE —Outfile of Sir Andrew's EHeufe. 
Enter OWHACK, 


O’}V. Oh, my poor matter !——he’s dead, but- - 


cher’d, murcer’d, fhot in a duel by that bourgeois 

Peer, ‘Lord Jargon! Mifericorde! Maferico de ! 

What fhall I'do to bring him to life again? 

Pil go home—-1’ll 
Enter SAUNTER. 

Saun. So O?Whack—Lerd Jargon has called 
out my friend Nominal, in confequence of the af- 
fairat Lady Acid’s. 

OW. Ceft vrais, your Houour—and he’ll ne- 
ver go out agair—il eft mort. (Weeping.) 

Saun. How! 

O’'W. He's deat———d-ad as King Lear. 

Saun, Aftonifhing! Wo told you this? 

O'W. Myéelf, my own fad felf! I always faid 
when Mr, Neminai went out to fight a rencon- 
te 


Sain. What? 

O’W. That he was toomuch of a Gentleman 
to come heme alive again. Oh, he and Denis 
O*Whack are ene for that! But your Honour, 
isthere ro way of reftoring him, of putting a little 
breath into him! ° 

Saun. Ridiculous———you -know nothing of the 
matter I fee, and I am all anxiety to hear the iffue 
of this unhappy duel, 

O’W. Ft mois auffi---and Pll go home and wait 
for his reli€ts, Oh, he’s dead—he’s dead—and 
here am I, a folitaire inthe wide world by myfelf. 

- [Feit. 

Sai Where can I gain intelligence? I have a 
thoufand fears for my friend. Lord Jargon! know 

is 
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is full of animofity, and Nominal is too fond of 
fame to make him an apology. Poor fellow—if 
he fhould be killed, or even wounded 
| Enter NOMINAL. 
Nom. Wounded—why here I am George; as 
found and as merry—wounded, oh you dull dog. 
Saun, Dull—why from your fervant’s account, 
I might have fuppofed you were dead. 
Nom. Dead! pfhoo! do you think I don’t know 
better? Hark’ye, fince we’re alone Pll let you into 
the fecret. Lord Jargon wanted to challenge me, 
but could’nt fummon up courage; fo fooner than 
lofe the glory of a combat with fo greata man, I 
confented to—(whi/pering him)—you underftand 
me. We fought to fatisfy the town, not ourfelves. 
Saun, Satisfy the town——how do ycu mean? 
Nom. How do I mean---why do you think we 
fought to pleafe ourfelves ? Nonfenfe—that’s been 
gone by long ago. No, no; the cafe was this--- 
he was compelled to fight to fave his reputation, 


and I chofe to fight to get a name---fo we kept 


up appearances—meafured ground—we exchang’d 
fhots—our feconds interfered, applauded our fpirit, 
figned the report, and now we’re both men of ho- 
nour aslong as we live—there, you rogue, fhot 
ourfelves into notice. 

Saun. Bravo; and while the world ts fanguinary 
enough to compel thofe to bleed like heroes who 
wifh to live like men, why you and his Lordfhip 
may glory in having trick’d them. But fince my 
cares On your account are over, allow me to en- 
quire at this houfe after my coufin Sophia. Poor 
girl, Sir Andrew has behaved to her in a manner 
{o cruel and inhuman 

SOPHIA opens window, 

Soph. Coufin, coufin, ’m lock’d up; I can’t 
get out. Sir Andrew has confined me in this room 
till he fends me to the country for life. | 

| Nom. 
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Nom. Here’s a pretty bufinefs. 

faun. What! he was cffended at the fham af- 
fignation, was he? 

Soph. So he fays ; but I know it is all owing to 
his wife; he is fo out of humour with her, that 
he mutt be revenged on fomebedy. Coufin, won’t 
you affift me? Will ycu let me be buried in 
woods, and wafte my youth with fat calves and 
fucking pigs? 

Nom. No; before you fhall wafte an hour, Pll 
kill all the fat calves and fucking pigs in England. 
Fair Lady, if your coufin don’t releafe you, | 
will. ’Gad I was only thinking of an elopement, 
and pop fhe comes to my purpofe. 

Saun. Be patient, Sophia; I'll go dire@ly to 
the Colonel, and requeft his interference with Sir 
Andrew, But hufh, the old tyrant’s coming this 
way; fhut down the window, and depend on my 
protection. 

Nom. Andon mine, fweet Excellence.---(Sophia 
difcppears,)---Faith, that is the Juckieft houfe— 
laft night { helped a gentleman into it, and to-day 
perhaps I may hand a lady out of it. J’ll have 
her, whoever fhe is. My dear Saunter, tell me 
what’s her name ? | 

Saun. Don’t you know her? It’s Sir Andrew’s 
Ward, Sophia; a great authorefs and private 
actrefs. 
| Nom. A private ACtrefs: that’s a pub'ic cha- 
rater, then there’s a pair of us, and if we clope, 
we fhall alarm all Eurone. 

Saun, She has heard of you Nominal, and he- 
tween ourfelves, has a great prepoffeffion in your 
favour; fhe loves fingularity, and is confequently 
fo fond of your chara@er 

Nom. There, | faid it would happen—the mo 
ment I got the fame of a ducl, and an intrigue, | 
knew no woman could fland me: but George, my 
: boy, 
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boy, how can I fee her? fpeak to her? is there 


no way? : 
Saun, None—unlefs you can prevail on her 
Guardian; here he is, try him, for my part Pil 
to the Colonel. . 
Nom. I will, Pil try him George, and if 1 cas 
but coax him into an interview————(Exit Saunter.) 
Pil humour him, give him a touch tn his own 
way. 


Enter Sir Andrew Acid. | . 

Sir 4, Plague on them all I fay, but chiefly 
that devil incarnate; that Nominal. | 

Nom. Sic Andrew, 1 want to afk a favour of 

ou. : 
- Sir 4, Do you? I never grant any Sir. 

Nom. Nay, you don’t know me Sir Andrew, 
if you did, you’d grant me any thing-——I am a 
man after your own heart, (in a melancholy voice,) 
I am indeed: fo out of humour with the world,~ 
that like you, I with to fee every body in it, as 
miferable as myfelf. 

Sir 4, You dol do you? | 

Nom. Yes indeed Sir—and if you knew how 
mifanthropically I fpent my time, oh, I once 
pafs’d fuch a happy day Sir Andrew; exactly im 
your way————T’ll tell you. 

Sir A, Exa@ly in my way! . 

Nom. Yes Sir, [ woke at five, and faw a neigh- 
bour’s houfe on fire; was fecond in a duel at fix, 
and my man loft the tip of his ear—din’d at four, 
and fomething in the wine, that made fix of my 
beft acquaintance fick, drank tea, and intrigued 
with my fiiend’s wife till eight, a fat Lady, went 
to the new comedy; faw it completely damn’d, 
fup’d with the poor devil of an Author; and to 
conclude, lodz’d fix of the Actors in the round 
houfe!—there, was’nt that a happy day? and 
now, will you let me fee your Ward? 
Sir A, 
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Sir A, See Sophia, zounds! neither you nor 
any body elfe thall ever fee her agam :—that 
chaife, (pointing to one without) is waiting to take 
her to the country dire€tly, and fhe fhall live and 
die in an old caftle on a brown moor. 

* Nom, Shall fhe? | 

Sir A. Yes: Vil be reveng’d on her for you 
all; and fo your feevant, (knocking at his own door.) 

Nom. Stay, thou dear connoiffeur in wax figures, 
and tell me, how’s your wife? (Sir 4. enters 
houfe.) 1 fhall lofe her, here’tl be no elopement ; 
no being purfued by her relations—hunted by the 
Court of Chancery—advertiz’d by Government, 
or what’s beft of all, carried to the fleet, or King’s 
Bench, midft the fhouts of old Maids, and groans 
of boarding-fchool Miffes!—oh ! 

Enter Sopuia from the houfe, her cloak on. 

Soph. So Heav’n be prais’d I’ve made my ef- 
cape! James, by bribery and entreaties, unlock’d 
the door, and now if [ knew where to fly for pro- 
tection 

Nom. (Having obferu’d her.) Fly! into my 
arms my angel—l’ll put you into that chaife in a 
moment, out of town in an inftant, at Greina 
Green in a fecond, and in all the newfpapers and 
print fhops before to-morrow morning. 

Soph. Upon my word Sir, Pm very much 
obliged to you; (curt/ying,) pray may | afk who 
you are? ane es 

Nom. Whol am! why if you don’t know me, 
you know nothing—I’m Nominal. 

Soph. Nominal; ts it pofible! what, the Gens 
tleman who fo generoufly relees’d me from the 
Colonel, and has fince made fo much noife and 
confufton ? 

Nom. ,Yes: ?m the man; !’ve made a noife: 
and if you love Notoriety, you muft prefer me 
to all Heroes paft, prefent, or to come; my an- 

gel, 
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gel! (taking her hand,) where, and how fthall 1 


condu& you?—as far or as near as you pleafe; 
(afde) 1 thall get as much fame by two miles, as 
two hundred, for though 1 mean to be honours 
able, I know the world is too fcandalous to think 
me fo. 

Soph. Ah! I wifh I could depend upon you; 
you fee I’ve no refource, I muft either return ,to 
the tyranny of my Guardian, or truft to your 
honour and generofity. | 

Nom. 'Vruft! look’ye, my charming girl;— 
I’ve had an intrigue without an intimacy—a duel 
without enmity—and I meant to have had an 
elopement without matrimony; but by Heaven! 
there’s fomething in your perfon and manner; 
has fo won upon me, that let me have the fame 
of carrying you off, and hereafter you fhall dif- 
pofe of me as you pleafe. 

Soph. I believe you: and if you will condu& 
me to a relation’s houfe, a few miles from town— 


Nom. Come along Sophia——faith!—Dve been 


~ fo long looking for a creature as eccentric as my- 


felf, that now [’ve found one, I'll not eafily part 
with it. 

Sir A. (Within.) Where are you all? James! 

Soph. My Guardian’s voice—.nake hatte, Sir! 

Nom. Farewell, old mifery! and once more for 
Notoriety. [Exit with Sophia. 

. Re-enter Sir ANprew from honfe. 

Sir A, There they zo'!—that devil of a fellow 
has carried her off '—Lll purfue them—Il’]|—— 
Enter Colonel Hussus. 

Col. (As [peaking to Nominal.) Wuzza!—that’s 
righte-away with her!—look old boy !—look 
there, firft he intrigues with your wife, and then 
he elopes with your Ward! is’nt he a fine fellow ? 


isnt he like me? . _ 
G “> Sir 4, 
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Sir 7. Yes: he’s as like ycu as one madman ts 
ancther--but Vl overtake him! VPIl make him 
fludious again, o1 beat him as fcundly as he beat 
youl oh! Pil be revens’d! [Sxit. 

Col. L knew 1 fhould bring him up to feme pur- 
pofe ; initcad of pract:fing law, he'll promote it 
now; and then for a general elcction——Oh! 
what a fccne will he make at a general election! 

Enter O WHACK. 

O’W. And has your honour found him out at 
jaft? by my foul | always faid he was as full of 
“mifchief as yourfelf, ma fot! . 

Col. Yes: that he is!—he’s me in every thing 
—and here thou dear Turor—here’s fomething 
for the pains you have taken in finifhing his edu-. 
cation. (Giving him money.) 

O’W. Bien oblige your honour—TI never want- 
ed the dear cratures more in my lite, for there’s 
a fine young jontleman juft thrown into prifon, 
who hae’nt a fous to fave him from ftarvatior— 
So d’ye fee, as he once did mea bit ofa fervice, I'll 
do him another; and then there’ll be no mau- 
vaiie hente betwixt us you know. 

Col. What is his name O’W hack ? 

OW. Monfieur Clairville!—poor lad! IT be- 
lieve he was juft going to the Faftern Indies, to 
bring heme a large fortune in his pocket, and a 
little hele in his liver. 

Co!. Clairville in prtfon! 

- OF’, Ceett vrais Jewel—his brother who ts 2 
Lord, and not a Gentleman d’ye. fee, had him 
tap’d on the fhoulder and thrown into goal for a 
thoufand Louis dors. 

Col. 1 know his brether’s treachery well, and 
new rejoice that Neriinal befriended Clairville in- 
flead of injuring him —but go to him O’Whack, 
tell him Vl fee Lord Jargen ani do all in my. 
pow'r to afiit hima———go, and comfort him. 


OW 
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OW. Vil go diretly, and ten theufand bl-f- 


ings on your honour ino the bargain—bon jours, 
oh! by the eternal pow’rs! 1 with we had his 
Lordihip in Ireland, Pd lay my beft Chapeau 
to a Thirteener, he’d never make a fpcech about 
the good of his country again. [xit. 

Cal. Poor Clairville! Pll enquire into the mat- 
ter initantly, and then to hear what Nominal has 
done with Sophiam——oh! the dear fellow! now, 

The breed will be preferv’d from Sire to Sire, 

And tuture Hubbubs, kecp the world on fire! 4 

[Pxit. 

SCENE —A4n /partment with glafs doors, 
Honorta enters from doors a ieene. Lady Acip 

entering, fluts them in great agitation. 

Fon, tleav’ns! Lady Acid! 

Lady “7, What’s the matter with you now ?— 
what makes you look fo pale ? 

Ton. Nothing Ma’ am!—nothing. 

Lady 4, 1 come to teil oy that, that wretch 
Clairvile is in prifon, and witl remain there for 
ever, unlefs you have difcrerion cnough to accept 
Lord Jargon's offe's—then hell be rcleasd; nav, 
none of vour airs, his Lordthip ts honourable , le 
means marriage. 

ITon, Marriage !—can his Lordihip have the 
condefcenfion ? 

Lady A. Yes, and fee where he comes to ace 
his own propofils. 
Fntcr Lord JARGON. 

Lady 4. Vve been telling Honoria, my Lod, 
that youll have the humanity torelcafe your pro- 
fiizite bother from prifon, if fhe will confent to 
fhare vour title and fortune. 

Lard far, And am 1 to be the happy man? 

Han. Never my Lord! 

Lord Jer, How |—never! 


G 2 [en. 
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Hon. No—let me be the fimple Honoria, and 
enjoy felf-approbation, rather than be the wife of 
your Lordfhip and lofe the congratulations of my 
own heart! 

Lady A. Hear me Honoria, think of the title, 
the fafhion 

Hen. Fafhion!—contemptible!—I’m weary of 
the very word; what has it ever done that there 
fhould be fuch magic in it’s found! Has it 
rehiev’d poverty, leffen’d oppreffion, or wip’d 
away the tear of fuffering virtue; name it not 
then, nor name his Lordfhip as a hufband, I 
‘fhall treat both with equal difdain. 

Lord ‘far. More fentiments, and where they 
come from, Heaven only knows. 

Lady A, Mighty fine Madam, but fince you're 
fo arrogant, the Colonel fhall be told of your be- 
haviour, he fhall hear of your mean, mercenary 
difpofition; what! though you preterd to defpife 
his Lordfhip, you can receive jewels from him. 

Hon. Jewels!—Heav'ns; was 1 not compelld 
Madam? 

Lady A, No matter—the proof is againft you— 
they are in your poffeffion, and when your Uncle 
hears of it, im fuce he won’t refufe his Lord- 
fhip’s offers. 

Enter Colone] HuBBue. 

Col, Won't he? but he will though, though I 
love a lad of fpirit, I deteft premeditated villainy 
as much as any man; yeur Brother Clairville is in 
prifon my Lerd, and I'm told by your means. 

Hon. Yes Sir,’tis fo, by his, his Brother's means, 

Lady A. Peace! and let me fpeak; Colonel, 
notwithftanding your prejudices againft me and 
Lord Jargon, I know when you hear the conduct 
of this mean, avaricious girl; you'll confefs that his 
Lordihip has a greater claim te her, than any 

other 


( 65 ) 


other man—you'll allow, fine diamonds are rare 
things, 

Col. Yes: next to modefty and good fenfe, the 
rareft th ngs now-a-days to be met with. | 

Lacy A, Then Sir, with fhame I mention it; 
fhe has receiv'd a neck-lace from his Lordfhip, 
worth two thoufand pounds. 

Col. How! is this true my Lord? 

Lord Jar. { can't anfwer you—but I won't de- 
ny it. 

Lady 4, She will tell you, that ] compell’d her 
to accept the neck-lace, but even if that were the 
cafe, fhe might have return’d it to his Lorcfhip 
long e’er this time. 

Col. "Tis too plain; 1 fee it by her blufnes— 
bafe, fordid girl, where are the diamonds? pre- 
duce and give them back to his Lordfhip, or ! 
fwear xo fetch them inftantly———What ! 
do vou hefitate? | 

Hon. \ have it not by me Sir—'—— 

Col. What have vou done with it then? 

Hon. To contefs the truth Sir-—' have fold it. 

Col. and Lady A, Sold it! 

Hon. Yes Sir——to redeem a pi'Gture, tom 

Col, A pi€ture! give two thoufand pounds for 
a picture; let’s fee that. 

Lody A, See, fhe hefitates agains oh, it’s all 
an impofition, and my Lord has been defrauded 
out of his diamonds. 

Hon. Wait but a moment, and Ill fhew you 
how he has been defrauded. (Opens glafs doors, end 
leads out Clairville.) Here is the jewel the neck- 
lace has redeem’d—here is a treafure worth ten 
times its value; and here is the man I fhall adore 
as long as [ live. 

Col, Clairville ! 


Clar, 
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Cleir. Yes! that Clatrvile who muft have 
funk a victiin to yours (te Lady,) and his Lord- 
fip’s artifices, had not this lovely angel ttretch’d 
out her hand, and fav’d me fiom defiruCtien. 

Co/, Well: this is the pretticit picture l ever 
faw, look mv Lord, look Lady Acid. 

Lord ¥ Far. I never was better pleas’d in my life, 
ha! ha! damnation! 

Ca!, Nay : piav Icck—yowll not fee fuch a 
picture again, and what’s better you ‘Il never fee 
your diamcnds again—Clairville, | give you jov, 
and almcft with ycu Henoria’s hufba nd, but l’ve 
left all that to my Ward, the dear bey | has the 
fule difpefal of her. 

Lady 4. Was he? then T hope hell marry her 
hinfel--ary thing, rather ihan fhe fhould be 
thrown away on a pitiful younzer brother. 

Frter NoMInNAL with Sopula. 

Nam. Here we are, the two wonders of the 
age——the elopement’s all over the town already: 
and now what do you think is the next piece of 
~mifchief we've refolv'd on? 

Col, What? 

Nam, Marriage. 

Col. Marriage! 

Nom. Ay: fo it is—I never thouzht of it. 
We've hurried ourfelves into it, and what’ s more, 
we've hurried Sir Andrew into its and now if 
you ll confent---but difpaich, intreat you be quick, 
for the Lady’s on fire! and [m— ugh. 

Col, W hy Sophia, is this true? 

Soph, Even fo Colonel, you were fo inconftant, 
that I was obliged to mein another gay deceiver. 

Col, Well, well, take her with all my heart; 
fo the glortcus here is Gorter d, I don't care who 


it’s by, but you rogue, you mutt give up fingu- 
larity now. 


Nom. 
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Nom. Muft 1? no, Vil be more fingular than 
ever, [ll be fo true, fo mithful, and fo conftant 
a hufband, that the whole fafhionable world thall 
laugh at me. | | 

Lady A, (Afide to Lord.) This is fortunate, now 
he’s married himfelf, perhaps he may give you 
Honoria—afk him. , 

Lord Far. \ will, (afide.) Nominal a word— 

Nom. What? my Itle antagonitt! 

Lord Far. \ know you are as much above re- 
ceiving a bribe, as | am of offering one, but if 
youll make Honoria mine, 1’ll give you half her 
fortune. 

Nom. If you'd give me your own into the bar- 
gain, I would’nt difpofe of her fo difhoncurably ; 
no, no, your brother is my friend, and if { have 
any intereft in Henoria, | hope fhe may be his for 
ever; and now alll recommend to you, and my 


-old acquaintance here, (Lady Acid,) 1s to leave the 


woild, ard take the wax figure along with you. 
[Feit Lady Zcrd, 
Cal, That's right my boy, all fha!ll be join’d to_ 
night, hands, hearts and eftates; Ill give Clair- 
ville propecty, and if his Lordfhip has any more 
prefents, another diamond neck-lace, why he may 
fetile it on the firft child. 
Nom. Won't you fellow her my Lord? 
Lord Far. 1 follow her! not for a thou‘and 
worlds. [ Exit, calling Lady Acid, 
Fnter Sir ANDREW AcID. | 
Soph. Sir Andrew, I hope you've forgiven me 
every thing. | 
Sir A. Yes, yes, you and your kindred genius 
have tormented me fo much, that [ could'nt be 
hetter revcng’d than by marrying you tozether. 
I've loft a wi-e, and the ftudent has found one, 
that’s all. 
Col, 
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Col. ** Which has the better bargain??? od’s 
life! old boy, a’nt you delighted to fee us all fo 
mervy ? - 

Sir 4, Fatth! I think Iam, but don’t be too 
hard upon me, don’t be too merry, left the de- 
vil that’s within me, fhould tempt me to make 
long faces again. 

Nom. Wf he does, it muft be at another time, 
and in another place. 


Good humour reigns fo abfolutely here, 

That when there’s caufe for cenfure—none we fear; 
So great their candour—they fo feldom blame— 
That even Nominal may get a name, 

And Notoriety bz crown’d with fame. 
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